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PREFACE 

TO    THE 

FIRST   VOLUME. 


WHEN  an  Author,  by  appearing  in  print,  re- 
quefts  an  audience  of  the  Public,  and  is  upon  the 
point  of  fpeaking  for  himfelf,  whoever  prefumes 
to  ftep  before  him  with  a  preface,  and  to  fay, 
"  Nay,  but  hear  me  firft,"  mould  have  fomething 
worthy  of  attention  ta  offer,  or  he  will  be  juftly 
deemed  officious  and  impertinent.  The  judicious 
reader  has  probably,  upon  other  occafions,  been 
beforehand  with  me  in  this  reflection  :  and  I  am 
not  very  willing  it  mould  now  be  applied  to  me, 
however  I  may  feem  to  expofe  myfelf  to  the  dan- 
ger of  it.  But  the  thought  of  having  my  own 
name  perpetuated  in  connection  with  the  name 
in  the  title  page,  is  fo  pleafing  and  flattering  to 
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the  feelings  of  my  heart,  that  I  am  content  to 
riik  fomething  for  the  gratification. 

This  Preface  is  not  defigned  to  commend  the 
Poems  to  which  it  is  prefixed.  My  teftimony 
would  be  infufficient  for  thofe  who  are  not  qua- 
lified to  judge  properly  for  themfelves,  and  unne- 
ceflary  to  thofe  who  are.  Befides,  the  reafons 
which  render  it  improper  and  unfeemly  for  a  man 
to  celebrate  his  own  performances,  or  thofe  of 
his  neareft  relatives,  will  have  fome  influence  in 
fuppreffing  much  of  what  he  might  otherwife 
wifh  to  fay  in  favour  of  afrie?ul,  when  that  friend 
is  indeed  an  alter  idem,  and  excites  almoft  the 
fame  emotions  of  fenfibility  and  affection  as  he 
feels  for  himfelf. 

It  is  very  probable  thefe  Poems  may  come  into 
the  hands  of  fome  perfons,  in  whom  the  fight 
of  the  Author's  name  will  awaken  a  recollection 
of  incidents  and  fcenes  which,  through  length  of 
time,  they  had  almoft  forgotten.  They  will  be 
reminded  of  one,  who  was  once  the  companion  of 
their  chofen  hours,  and  who  fet  out  with  them  in 
early  life,  in  the  paths  which  lead  to  literary 
honours,  to  influence  and  affluence,  with  equal 
profpeas  of  fuccefs.  But  he  was  fuddenly  and 
powerfully  withdrawn  from  thofe  purfuits,  and 
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he  left  them  without  regret ;  yet  not  till  he  had 
fufficient  opportunity  of  counting  the  coft,  and  of 
knowing  the  value  of  what  he  gave  up.  If  hap- 
pinefs  could  have  been  found  in  claffical  attain- 
ments, in  an  elegant  tafle,  in  the  exertions  of 
wit,  fancy,  and  genius,  and  in  the  efteem  and 
converfe  of  fuch  perfons  as  in  thefe  refpects  were 
mod  congenial  with  himfelf,  he  would  have  been 
happy.  But  he  was  not — He  wondered  (as  thou- 
fands  in  a  fimilar  lituation  flill  do)  that  he  mould 
continue  dhTatisfied,  with  all  the  means  appa- 
rently conducive  to  fatisfaction  within  his  reach 
— But  in  due  time,  the  caufe  of  his  difappoint- 
ment  was  difcovered  to  him — He  had  lived  with- 
out God  in  the  world.  In  a  memorable  hour, 
the  wifdom  which  is  from  above  vifited  his  heart. 
Then  he  felt  himfelf  a  wanderer,  and  then  he 
found  a  guide.  Upon  this  change  of  views,  a 
change  of  plan  and  conduct  followed  of  courfe. 
When  he  faw  the  lufy  and  the  gay  world  in  its 
true  light,  he  left  it  with  as  little  reluctance  as  a 
prifoner,  when  called  to  liberty,  leaves  his  dun- 
geon. Not  that  he  became  a  Cynic  or  an  Afcetic 
— A  heart  filled  with  love  to  God,  will  afluredly 
breathe  benevolence  to  men.  But  the  turn  of 
his  temper  inclining  him  to  rural  life,  he  in- 
dulged it,  and  the  providence  of  God  evidently 
preparing  his  way  and  marking  out  his  retreat, 
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be  retired  into  the  country.  By  thefe  fteps  the 
good  hand  of  God,  unknown  to  me,  was  pro- 
viding for  me  one  of  the  principal  bleffings  of 
my  life;  a  friend  and  a  counfellor,  in  whofe 
company  for  almofl  feven  years,  though  we  were 
feldom  feven  fucceffive  waking  hours  feparated,  I 
always  found  new  pleafure.  A  friend,  who  was 
not  only  a  comfort  to  myfelf,  but  a  bleffing  to 
the  affeaionate  poor  people,  among  whom  I 
then  lived. 

Some  time  after  inclination  had  thus  removed 
him  from  the  hurry  and  buftleof  life,  he  was  ftill 
more  fecluded  by  a  long  indifpofition,  and  my 
pleafure  was  fucceeded  by  a  proportionable  de- 
gree of  anxiety  and  concern.  But  a  hope,  that 
the  God  whom  he  ferved  would  fupport  him 
under  his  affliction,  and  at  length  vouchfafe 
him  a  happy  deliverance,  never  forfook  me.  The 
defirable  crifis,  I  truft,  is  now  nearly  approach- 
ing. The  dawn,  the  prefage  of  returning  day, 
is  already  arrived.  He  is  again  enabled  to  re- 
lume his  pen,  and  fome  of  the  firft  fruits  of 
his  recovery  are  here  prefented  to  the  public. 
In  his  principal  fubjeds,  the  fame  acumen  which 
ditlinguithed  him  in  the  early  period  of  life,  is 
happily  employed  in  illuftrating  and  enforcing 
the  truths  of  which  he  received  fuch  deep  and 
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unalterable  impreffions  in  his  maturer  years.  His 
iatire,  if  it  may  be  called  fo,  is  benevolent,  (like 
the  operations  of  the  Ikilful  and  humane  furgeon 
who  wounds  only  to  heal)  dictated  by  a  juft  re- 
gard for  the  honour  of  God,  an  indignant  grief 
excited  by  the  profligacy  of  the  age,  and  a  tender 
companion  for  the  fouls  of  men. 

His  favourite  topics  are  leaf!  infifted  on  in  the 
piece  entitled  Table  Talk ;  which  therefore,  with 
fome  regard  to  the  prevailing  tafte,  and  that  thofe 
who  are  governed  by  it  may  not  be  difcouraged 
at  the  very  threfhold  from  proceeding  farther, 
is  placed  firft.  In  moft  of  the  larger  Poems 
which  follow,  his  leading  defign  is  more  expli- 
citly avowed  and  purfued.  He  aims  to  commu- 
nicate his  own  perceptions  of  the  truth,  beauty, 
and  influence  of  the  religion  of  the  Bible. — A 
religion  which,  however  diicredited  by  the  mif- 
condud  of  many  who  have  not  renounced  the 
Chriftian  name,  proves  itfelf,  when  rightly  un- 
derftood,  and  cordially  embraced,  to  be  the  grand 
JcfiJeratum,  which  alone  can  relieve  the  mind 
of  man  from  painful  and  unavoidable  anxieties, 
infpire  it  with  (table  peace  and  folid  hope,  and 
furnilh  thofe  motives  and  profpe6ts,  which,  in 
the  prefent  ftate  of  things,  are  abfolutely  ne- 
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ceffary  to  produce  a  conduct  worthy  of  a  rational 
creature,  diftinguiflied  by  a  vaftnefs  of  capacity, 
which  no  affemblage  of  earthly  good  can  fatisfy, 
and  by  a  principle  and  pre -intimation  of  immor- 
tality. 

At  a  time  when  hypothefis  and  conjecture  in 
philofophy  are  fo  juftly  exploded,  and  little  is 
considered  as  deferving  the  name  of  knowledge, 
which  will  not  Hand  the  teft  of  experiment,  the 
very  ufe  of  the  term  experimental  in  religious 
concernments,  is  by  too  many  unhappily  reje&ed 
with  difguft.  But  we  well  know,  that  they 
who  afte6t  to  defpife  the  inward  feelings  which 
religious  perfons  fpeak  of,  and  to  treat  them  as 
enthufiafm  and  folly,  have  inward  feelings  of 
their  own,  which,  though  they  would,  they  can- 
not fupprefs.  We  have  been  too  long  in  the 
fecret  ourfelves  to  account  the  proud,  the  ambi- 
tious, or  the  voluptuous,  happy.  We  muft  lofe 
the  remembrance  of  what  we  once  were,  before 
we  can  believe,  that  a  man  is  Satisfied  with 
himfelf,  merely  becaufe  he  endeavours  to  appear 
fo.  A  fmile  upon  the  face  is  often  but  a  malk 
worn  occasionally  and  in  company,  to  prevent, 
if  poffible,  a  fufpicion  of  what  at  the  fame  time 
is  pafling  in  the  heart.  We  know  that  there 
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are  people,  who  feldom  fmile  when  they  are 
alone,  who  therefore  are  glad  to  hide  them- 
felves  in  a  throng  from  the  violence  of  their 
own  reflexions ;  and  who,  while  by  their  looks 
and  their  language  they  wilh  to  perfuade  us  they 
are  happy,  would  be  glad  to  change  their  con- 
ditions with  a  dog.  But  in  defiance  of  all  their 
efforts,  they  continue  to  think,  forebode,  and 
tremble.  This  we  know,  for  it  has  been  our 
own  rlate,  and  therefore  we  know  how  to  com- 
miferate  it  in  others. — From  this  flate  the  Bible 
relieved  us — When  we  were  led  to  read  it  with 
attention,  we  found  ourfdves  defcribed. — We 
learnt  the  caufes  of  our  inquietude — we  were 
directed  to  a  method  of  relief — we  tried,  and 
we  were  not  difappointed. 

Deus  noils  hesc  otia  fecit. 

We  are  now  certain  that  the  gofpel  of  Chrift 
is  the  power  of  God  unto  falvation,  to  every  one 
that  believeth.  It  has  reconciled  us  to  God,  and 
to  ourfelves,  to  our  duty,  and  our  fituation.  It 
is  the  balm  and  cordial  of  the  prefent  life,  and  a 
fovereign  antidote  againft  the  fear  of  death. 

Sed  haftcnus  Jtcec.  Some  fmaller  pieces  upon 
lefs  important  fubjeds  clofe  the  volume.  Not 
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one  of  them  I  believe  was  written  with  a  view 
to  publication,  but  1  was  unwilling  they  ihould 
be  omitted. 


JOHN  NEWTON. 


Charles  Square,  Hoxton, 
February  18,  1782. 
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Si  te  forte  mece  grauis  uretfa 

Abjicito.  -  —  HOR.  Lib.  I.  Epift.  13. 


A.  You  told  me,  I  remember,  glory,  built 
On  felfifli  principles,  is  lhame  and  guilt; 
The  deeds  that  men  admire  as  half  divine, 
Stark  naught,  becaufe  corrupt  in  their  delign. 
Strange  do6trine  this !  that  without  fcruple  tears 
The  laurel  that  the  very  lightning  fpares; 
Brings  down  the  warrior's  trophy  to  the  duft, 
And  eats  into  his  bloody  fword  like  ruft. 

B.  I  grant  that,  men  continuing  what  they  are, 
Fierce,  avaricious,  proud,  there  muft  be  war. 
And  never  meant  the  rule  ihould  be  applied 
To  him  that  rights  with  juftice  on  his  fide. 

VOL.  i.  B 


2  TABLE      TALK. 

Let  laurels,  drench 'd  in  pure  Parnafiian  dews, 
Reward  his  mem'ry,  dear  to  ev'ry  mufe, 
Who,  with  a  courage  of  unftiaken  root, 
In  honour's  field  advancing  his  firm  foot, 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  juftice  draws, 
And  will  prevail  or  periih  in  her  caufe. 
Tis  to  the  virtues  of  fuch  men,  man  owes 
His  portion  in  the  good  that  heaven  beftows. 
And,  when  recording  hiftory  difplays 
Feats  of  renown,  though  wrought  in  ancient  days, 
Tells  of  a  few  ftout  hearts  that  fought  and  died 
"Where  duty  plac'd  them,  at  their  country's  fide; 
The  man  that  is  not  mov'd  with  what  he  reads, 
That  takes  not  fire  at  their  heroic  deeds, 
Unworthy  of  the  bleilings  of  the  brave, 
Is  bafe  in  kind,  and  born  to  be  a  Have. 

But  let  eternal  infamy  purfue 
The  wretch  to  nought  but  his  ambition  true, 
Who,  for  the  fake  of  filling  with  one  blaft 
The  poft-horns  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  wafte. 
Think  yourfelf  ftation'd  on  a  tow'ring  rock, 
To  fee  a  people  fcatter'd  like  a  flock, 
Some  royal  maftiff  panting  at  their  heels, 
With  all  the  favage  thirft  a  tyger  feels ; 
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Then  view  him,  felf-proclaim'd  in  a  gazette 
Chief  monfter  that  has  plagu'd  the  nations  yet : 
The  globe  and  fceptre  in  fuch  hands  mifplac'd, 
Thofe  enligns  of  dominion,  how  difgrac'd  ! 
The  glafs  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  death's  own  fcythe,  would  better  fpeak  his 

pow'r  5 

Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  ftead 
With  the  king's  moulder-knot  and  gay  cockade; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other's  drefs, 
The  fame  their  occupation  and  fucccfs. 

A.  'Tis  your  belief  the  world  was  made  for  man; 
Kings  do  but  reafon  on  the  f elf-fame  plan  : 
Maintaining  your's,  you  cannot  their' s  condemn, 
Who  think,  or  feem  to  think,  man  made  for  them. 

£.  Seldom,  alas !  the  pow'r  of  logic  reigns 
With  much  fufficiency  in  royal  brains ; 
Such  reas'ning  falls  like  an  inverted  cone, 
Wanting  its  proper  bafe  to  ftand  upon. 
Man  made  for  kings !  thofe  optics  are  but  dim 
That  tell  you  fo — fay,  rather,  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought, 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reafon  as  they  ought. 
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The  diadem,  with  mighty  proje&s  lin'd, 
To  catch  renown  by  mining  mankind, 
Is  worth,  with  all  its  gold  and  glitt'ring  ftore, 
Juft  what  the  toy  will  fell  for,  and  no  more. 
Oh  !  bright  occafions  of  difpenfing  good, 
How  feldom  us'd,  how  little  underftood  ! 
To  pour  in  virtue's  lap  her  juft  reward, 
Keep  vice  reftrain'd  behind  a  double  guard  j 
To  quell  the  faction  that  affronts  the  throne 
By  filent  magnanimity  alone ; 
To  nurfe  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arts, 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  philofophy  imparts ; 
To  give  religion  her  unbridled  fcope, 
Nor  judge  by  ftatute  a  believer's  hope ; 
With  clofe  fidelity  and  love  unfeign'd, 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  uniiain'd; 
Covetous  only  of  a  virtuous  praifej 
His  life  a  leffon  to  the  land  he  fwaysj 
To  touch  the  fword  with  confcientious  awe, 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw  5 
To  flieath  it  in  the  peace-reftoring  clofe 
With  joy  beyond  what  viaory  beftows ; 
Bleft  country,  where  thefe  kingly  glories  ftrine; 
Blefl  England,  if  this  happinefs  be  thine ! 
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A.  Guard  what  you  fay;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Will  fneer  and  charge  you  with  a  bribe. — B.  A 

bribe  ? 

The  worth  of  his  three  kingdoms  I  defy, 
To  lure  me  to  the  bafenefs  of  a  lie. 
And,  of  all  lies,  (be  that  one  poet's  boaft) 
The  lie  that  flatters  I  abhor  the  moft. 
Thofe  arts  be  their's  who  hate  his  gentle  reign, 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign. 

A.  Your  fmooth  eulogium,  to  one  crown  ad- 

drefs'd, 
Seems  to  imply  a  cenfure  on  the  reft. 

B.  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  fober  tale, 
Aik'd,  when  in  hell,  to  fee  the  royal  jail ; 
Approv'd  their  method  in  all  other  things  j 

But  where,  good  fir,  do  you  confine  your  kings? 
There — laid  his  guide — the  group  is  full  in  view. 
Indeed  ? — replied  the  Don — there  are  but  few. 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  difdain'd — 
Few,  fellow? — there  are  all  that  ever  reign'd. 
Wit,  undiftinguifhing,  is  apt  to  ftrike 
The  guilty  and  not  guilty,  both  alike. 
I  grant  the  farcafm  is  too  fevere, 
And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here;. 
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While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  of  his  age, 
And  the  Sixth  Edward's  grace  th'  hiftoric  page. 

A.  Kings  then  at  laft  have  but  the  lot  of  all. 
By  their  own  conduft  they  muft  ftand  or  fall. 

B.  True.  While  they  live,  thecourtlylaureat  pays 
His  quit-rent  ode,  his  pepper-corn  of  praife ; 
And  many  a  dunce,  whofe  fingers  itch  to  write, 
Adds,  as  he  can,  his  tributary  mite  : 

A  fubjecYs  faults  a  fuhject  may  proclaim, 
A  monarch's  errors  are  forbidden  game ! 
Thus,  free  from  cenfure,  over-aw'd  by  fear, 
And  prais'd  for  virtues  that  they  fcorn  to  wear, 
The  fleeting  forms  of  mnjefty  engage 
Refpeft,  while  ftalking  o'er  life's  narrow  tiage  ; 
Then  leave  their  crimes  for  hiitory  to  fcan, 
And  alk  with  bufy  fcorn,  Was  this  the  man  ? 

I  pity  kings  whom  worftup  waits  upon, 
Obfequious,  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne ; 
Before  whofe  infant  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows, 
And  binds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows ; 
Whom  education  ftiffens  into  ftate, 
And  death  awakens  from  that  dream  too  late. 
Oh !  if  fervility  with  fupple  knees, 
Whofe  trade  it  is  to  fmile,  to  crouch,  to  pleafe  j 
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If  fraooth  diffimulation,  ikill'd  to  grace 
A  devil's  purpofe  with  an  angel's  face; 
If  fmiling  peereiTes  and  fimp'ring  peers, 
Encompaffing  his  throne  a  few  fhort  years  j 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  fleed, 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  difdains  the  lead  j 
If  guards,  mechanically  form'd  in  ranks, 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  their  martial  pranks, 
Should'ring  and  ftanding  as  if  ftuck  to  ftone, 
While  condefcending  majefty  looks  on ; 
If  monarchy  confiit  in  fuch  bafe  things, 
Sighing,  I  fay  again,  I  pity  kings  ! 

To  be  fufpeded,  thwarted,  and  withftood, 
Ev'n  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good ; 
To  fee  a  band,  called  patriot,  for  no  caufe, 
But  that  they  catch  at  popular  applaufe, 
Carelefs  of  all  th'  anxiety  he  feels, 
Hook  difappointment  on  the  public  wheels; 
With  all  their  flippant  fluency  of  tongue, 
Moft  confident,  when  palpably  moft  wrong  j 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  farewell  for  me 
All  kingfliip;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free  ! 

To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  clubs  up  flairs, 
To  which  th'  unwafh'd  artificer  repairs, 
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T  indulge  his  genius  after  long  fatigue, 

By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue; 

(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  as  well  they  may, 

To  him  is  relaxation  and  mere  play) 

To  win  no  praife  when  well-wrought  plans  prevail, 

But  to  be  rudely  cenfur'd  when  they  fail ; 

To  doubt  the  love  his  fav'rites  may  pretend, 

And  in  reality  to  find  no  friend ; 

If  he  indulge  a  cultivated  tafte, 

His  gatt'ries  with  the  works  of  art  well  grac'd, 

To  hear  it  eall'd  extravagance  and  wafte; 

If  thefe  attendants,  and  if  fuch  as  thefe, 

Muft  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  eafe ; 

However  humble  and  confin'd  the  fphere, 

Happy  the  ftate  that  has  not  thefe  to  fear. 

A.  Thus  men,  whofe  thoughts  contemplative 

have  dwelt 

On  lituations  that  they  never  felt, 
Start  up  fagacious,  covered  with  the  duft  * 

Of  dreaming  rtudy  and  pedantic  raft, 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove, 
As  if  the  world  and  they  were  hand  and  glove. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kingly  cares ; 
They  have  their  weight  to  carry,  fubjects  theirs ; 
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Poets,  of  all  men,  ever  leaft  regret 
Increafing  taxes  and  the  nation's  debt. 
Could  you  contrive  the  payment,  and  rehearfe 
The  mighty  plan,  oracular,  in  verfe, 
No  bard,  howe'er  majeftic,  old  or  new, 
Should  claim  my  fixt  attention  more  than  you. 

B.  Not  Erindley  nor  Bridgewater  Would  eflay 
To  turn  the  courfe  of  Helicon  that  wayj 
Nor  would  the  nine  con  fen  t  the  facred  tide 
Should  purl  amidft  the  traffic  of  Cheapfide, 
Or  tinkle  in  'Change  Alley,  to  amufe 
The  leathern  ears  of  flock-jobbers  and  jews. 

A.  Vouchfafe,  at  leaft,  to  pitch  the  key  of  rhyme 
To  themes  more  pertinent,  if  lefs  fublime. 
When  minifters  and  minifterial  arts  ; 
Patriots,  who  love  good  places  at  their  hearts; 
When  admirals,  extoll'd  for  ftanding  flill, 
Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  {kill ; 
Gen'rals,  who  will  not  conquer  when  they  may, 
Firm  friends  to  peace,  to  pleafure,  and  good  pay 3 
When  freedom,  wounded  almoft  to  defpair, 
Though  difcontent  alone  can  find  out  where ; 
When  themes  like  thefe  employ  the  poet's  tongue, 
1  hear  as  mute  as  if  a  fyren  fung. 
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Or  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  pow'r  maintains 
A  Britain's  fcorn  of  arbitrary  chains  ? 
That  were  a  theme  might  animate  the  dead, 
And  move  the  lips  of  poets  caft  in  lead. 

E.  The  caufe,  though  worth  the  fearch,  maj 

yet  elude 

Conje6ture  arid  remark,  however  flirewd. 
They  take,  perhaps,  a  well-dire£ted  aim, 
Who  feek  it  in  his  climate  and  his  frame. 
Lib'ral  in  all  things  elfe,  yet  nature  here 
With  ftern  feverity  deals  out  the  year. 
Winter  invades  the  fpring,  and  often  pours 
A  chilling  flood  on  fummer's  drooping  flow'rs ; 
Unwelcome  vapours  quench  autumnal  betims, 
Ungenial  blafts  attending,  curl  the  ftreamsj 
The  peafants  urge  their  harveft,  ply  the  fork 
With  double  toil,  and  fhiver  at  their  work  j 
Thus  with  a  rigour,  for  his  good  defign'd, 
She  rears  her  fav'rite  man  of  all  mankind. 
His  form  robult  and  of  elaftic  tone, 
Proportion'd  well,  half  mufcle  and  half  bone, 
Supplies  with  warm  activity  and  force 
A  mind  well-lodg'd,  and  mafculine  of  courfe. 
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Hence  liberty,  fweet  liberty  infpires, 

And  keeps  alive,  his  fierce  but  noble  fires. 

Patient  of  contUtutional  controul, 

He  bears  it  with  meek  manlinefs  of  foul  j 

But,  if  authority  grow  wanton,  woe 

To  him  that  treads  upon  his  free-born  toe ; 

One  ftep  beyond  the  bound'ry  of  the  laws 

Fires  him  at  once  in  freedom's  glorious  caufe. 

Thus  proud  prerogative,  not  much  rever'd, 

Is  feldom  felt,  though  fometimes  feen  and  heard; 

And  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay, 

Is  kept,  to  flrut,  look  big,  and  talk  away. 

Born  in  a  climate  fofter  far  than  our's, 
Not  form'd  like  us,  with  fuch  Herculean  pow'rs, 
The  Frenchman,  eafy,  debonair,  and  briik, 
Give  him  his  lafs,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frilk, 
Is  always  happy,  reign  whoever  may, 
And  laughs  the  fenfe  of  mis'ry  far  away: 
He  drinks  his  fimple  bev'rage  with  a  gufl. ; 
And,  feafting  on  an  onion  and  a  cruft, 
We  never  feel  th'  alacrity  and  joy 
With  which  he  fhouts  and  carols,  Vive  le  Roy, 
Fill'd  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  glee, 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  fay — Slave,  be  free. 
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Thus  happinefs  depends,  as  nature  fliows, 
Lefs  on  exterior  things  than  molt  fuppofe. 
Y-igilant  over  all  that  he  has  made, 
Kind  Providence  attends  with  gracious  aid  j 
Bids  equity  throughout  his  works  prevail, 
And  weighs  the  nations  in  an  even  fcalej 
He  can  encourage  flav'ry  to  a  fmile, 
And  fill  with  difcontent  a  Britifh  iile. 

A.  Freeman  and  (lave,  then,  if  the  cafe  be  fuch, 
Stand  on  a  level ;  and  you  prove  too  much  : 

If  all  men  indifcriminately  mare 
His  foft'ring  pow'r,  and  tutelary  care, 
As  well  be  yok'd  by  defpotifm's  hand, 
As  dwell  at  large  in  Britain's  charter'd  land. 

B.  No.  Freedom  has  a  thoufand  charms  to  lliow, 
That  flaves,  howe'er  contented,  never  know. 
The  mind  attains,  beneath  her  happy  reign, 
The  growth  that  nature  meant  me  fhould  attain  j 
The  varied  fields  of  fcience,  ever  new, 
Op'ning  and  wider  op'ning  on  her  view, 

She  ventures  onward  with  a  profp'rous  force, 
While  no  bafe  fear  impedes  her  in  her  courfe : 
Religion,  richeft  favour  of  the  fldes, 
Stands  moft  reyeal'd  before  the  freeman's  eyes ; 
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No  fhades  of  fuperftition  blot  the  day, 
Liberty  chafes  all  that  gloom  awayj 
The  foul,  emancipated,  unopprelVd, 
Free  to  prove  all  things  and  hold  fait  the  belt, 
Learns  much;  and,  to  a  thoufand  lift'ning  minds, 
Communicates  with  joy  the  good  ilie  finds : 
Courage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  mow 
His  manly  forehead  to  the  fierceft  foe ; 
Glorious  in  war,  but  for  the  fake  of  peace, 
His  fpirits  riling  as  his  toils  increafe, 
Guards  well  what  arts  and  induftry  have  won, 
And  freedom  claims  him  for  her  firft-born  fon. 
Slaves  fight  for  what  were  better  caft  away — 
The  chain  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  fway; 
But  they,  that  fight  for  freedom,  undertake 
The  nobleft  caufe  mankind  can  have  at  flake : — 
Religion,  virtue,  truth,  whate'er  we  call 
A  bleffing — freedom  is  the  pledge  of  all. 
Oh  liberty!   the  pris'ner's  pleafing  dream, 
The  poet's  mufe,  his  paflion  and  his  theme ; 
Genius  is  thine,  and  thou  art  fancy's  nurfe; 
Loft  without  thee  th'  ennobling  pow'rs  of  verfej 
Heroic  fong  from  thy  free  touch  acquires 
Its  cleareft  tone,  the  rapture  it  infpiresj 
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Place  me  where  winter  breathes  his  keeneft  air, 

And  I  will  fing,  if  liberty  be  there ; 

And  I  will  fing,  at  liberty's  dear  feet, 

In  Afric's  torrid  clime,  or  India's  fierceft  heat. 

A.  Sing  whereyou  pleafe.in  fuchacaufe,  I  grant, 
An  Englilh  poet's  privilege  to  rant ; 

But  is  not  freedom — at  leaft,  is  not  our's 
Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs, 
Grow  freakifli,  and,  o'erleaping  ev'ry  mound, 
Spread  anarchy  and  terror  all  around  ? 

B.  Agreed.  But  would  you  fell  or  ilay  your  horic 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  in  his  courfe ; 

Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  carelefs  rein, 
He  break  away,  and  feek  the  diftant  plain  ? 
No.    His  high  mettle,  under  good  controul, 
GiveshimOlympicfpeed,  and  moots  him  to  the  goal. 

Let  difcipline  employ  her  wholefome  arts  5 
Let  magiftrates  alert  perform  their  parts, 
Not  fkulk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mafk, 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  defp'rate  tafk ; 
Let  active  laws  apply  the  needful  curb 
To  guard  the  peace  that  riot  would  difturbj 
And  liberty,  preferv'd  from  wild  excefs, 
Shall  raife  no  feuds  for  armies  to  fupprefs. 
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When  tumult  lately  burft  his  prifon  door, 
And  fet  plebeian  thoufands  in  a  roar; 
When  he  ufurp'd  authority's  juft  place, 
And  dar'd  to  look  his  matter  in  the  face; 
When  the  rude  rabble's  watch-word  was — deftroy, 
And  blazing  London  feem'd  a  fecond  Troy; 
Liberty  bluih'd,  and  hung  her  drooping  head, 
Beheld  their  progrefs  with  the  deepeft  dread  ; 
Bluih'd,  that  effects  like  thefe  me  fhould  produce, 
Worfe  than  the  deeds  of  galley-flaves  broke  loofe. 
She  lofes  in  fuch  ftorms  her  very  name, 
And  fierce  licentioufnefs  mould  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  gem  !  thy  worth  untold  ; 
Cheap,  though  blood-bought;  and  thrown  away 

when  fold ; 

May  no  foes  raviih  thee,  and  no  falfe  friend 
Betray  thee,  while  profeffing  to  defend; 
Prize  it,  ye  minifters;  ye  monarchs,  fpare; 
Ye  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  mifer's  care. 

A.  Patriots,  alas !  the  few  that  have  been  found, 
Where  moft  they  flourim,  upon  Englifh  ground, 
The  country's  need  have  fcantily  fupplied, 
And  the  laft  left  the  fcene  when  Chatham  died. 
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B.  Not  fo— the  virtue  ftUl  adorns  our  age, 
Though  the  chief  ador  died  upon  the  ftage. 
In  him  Demofthenes  was  heard  again  j 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  ftrain ; 
She  cloth'd  him  with  authority  and  awe, 
Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 
His  fpeech,  his  form,  his  a&ion,  full  of  grace, 
And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  face, 
He  flood,  as  fome  inimitable  hand 
Would  ftrive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  ftand. 
No  fycophant  or  Have,  that  dar'd  oppofe 
Her  facred  caufe,  but  trembled  when  he  rofe  5 
And  ev'ry  venal  ftickler  for  the  yoke 
Felt  himfelf  crufhed  at  the  firft  word  he  fpoke. 

Such  men  are  rais'd  to  ftation  and  command, 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  fpeaks,  and  they  appear;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  ftrength  to  ftrike  the  blow; 
To  manage  with  addrefs,  to  feize  with  pow'r, 
The  crifis  of  a  dark  decifive  hour. 
So  Gideon  earu'd  a  vicYry  not  his  own  ; 
Subferviericy  his  praife,  and  that  alone. 

Poor  England !  thou  art  a  devoted  deer, 
Befet  with  ev'ry  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
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The  nations  hunt;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey; 
They  fwarm  around  thee,  and  thou  ftand'ft  at  bay. 
Undaunted  ftill,  though  wearied  and  perplex'd, 
Once  Chatham  iav'd  thee;  butwho  faves  thee  next? 
Alas !  the  tide  of  pleafure  fvveeps  along 
All  that  ibould  be  the  boaft  of  Britifh  long. 
'Tis  not  the  wreath  that  once  adorn 'd  thy  brow, 
The  prize  of  happier  times,  will  ferve  thee  no^y. 
Our  anceftry;  a  gallant  chriftian  race, 
Patterns  of  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace, 
ConfeiVd  a  God;  they  kneel'd  before  they  fought, 
And  prais'd  him  in  the  victories  he  wrought. 
Now  from  the  duft  of  ancient  days  bring  forth 
Their  fober  zeal,  integrity,  and  worth  ; 
Courage,  ungrac'd  by  thefe,  affronts  the  fkies, 
Is  but  the  fire  without  the  facrifice. 
The  ftream  that  feeds  the  well-fpring  of  the  heart 
Not  more  invigorates  life's  nobleft  part, 
Than  virtue  quickens,  with  a  warmth  divine, 
The  pow'rs  that  fin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th'  ineftimable  eftimate  of  Brown 
Rofe  like  a  paper-kite,  and  charm'd  the  town  j 
But  meafures,  plann'd  and  executed  well, 
Shifted  the  wind  that  rais'd  it,  and  it  fell. 

VOL.  r:  C 
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He  trod  the  very  felf-fame  ground  you  tread, 
And  victory  refuted  all  he  faid. 

B.  And  yet  his  judgment  was  not  fram'd  amifs; 
Its  error,  if  it  err'd,  was  merely  this — 
He  thought  the  dying  hour  already  come, 
And  a  complete  recov'ry  ftruck  him  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  luft, 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  muft, 
And  that  a  nation  ihamefully  debas'd, 
Will  be  defpis'd  and  trampled  on  at  laft, 
Unlefs  fweet  penitence  her  pow'rs  renew, 
Is  truth,  if  hiftory  itfelf  be  true. 
There  is  a  time,  and  juftice  marks  the  date, 
For  long-forbearing  clemency  to  wait ; 
That  hour  elaps'd,  th'  incurable  revolt 
Is  puniuYd,  and  down  comes  the  thunder  bolt. 
If  mercy  'then  put  by  the  threat'ning  blow, 
Mull  me  perform  the  fame  kind  office  notu  f 
May  flic  I  and,  if  offended  heav'n  be  Hill 
Acceffible,  and  pray'r  prevail,  ilie  will. 
'Tis  not,  however,  infolence  and  noife, 
The  tempell  of  tumultuary  joys, 
Nor  is  it,  yet,  defpondence  and  difmay, 
Will  win  her  vifits  or  engage  her  flay; 
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Pray'r  only,  and  the  penitential  tear, 

Can  call  her  fmiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

But,  when  a  country  (one  that  I  could  name) 
In  proftitution  finks  the  fenfe  of  fliame ; 
When  infamous  venality,  grown  bold, 
Writes  on  his  bofom,  to  be  let  or  fold; 
When  perjury,  that  heav'n  defying  vice, 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  loweft  price, 
Stamps  God's  own  name  upon  a  lie  juft  made, 
To  turn  a  penny  in  the  way  of  trade ; 
When  av'rice  ftarves  (and  never  hides  his  face) 
Two  or  three  millions  of  the  human  race, 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where,  or  when, 
Though  confcience  will  have  twinges  now  and  then; 
When  profanation  of  the  facred  caufe 
In  all  its  parts,  times,  miniftry,  and  laws, 
Befpeaks  a  land,  once  chriftian,  fall'n,  and  loft 
In  all  that  wars  againft  that  title  moft; 
What  follows  next  let  cities  of  great  name, 
And  regions  long  fince  defolatc,  proclaim. 
Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  ancient  Rome, 
Speak  to  the  prefent  times,  and  times  to  come  ; 
They  cry  aloud  in  ev'ry  carelefs  ear, 
Stop,  while  ye  may}  fufpend  your  mad  career; 
C  2 
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O  learn,  from  our  example  and  our  fate, 
Learn  wifdom  and  repentance  ere  too  late. 

Not  only  vice  difpofes  and  prepares 
The  mind,  that  {lumbers  fweetly  in  her  fnares, 
To  ftoop  to  tyranny's  ufurp'd  command, 
And  bend  her  polilh'd  neck  beneath  his  hand 
(A  dire  effed,  by  one  of  nature's  laws 
Unchangeably  connected  with  its  caufe) ; 
But  Providence  himfelf  will  intervene 
To  throw  his  dark  difpjeafure  o'er  the  fcene. 
All  are  his  inltrumentsj  each  form  of  war, 
What  burns  at  home,  or  threatens  from  afar, 
Nature  in  arms,  her  elements  at  ftrife, 
The  ftorms  that  overfet  the  joys  of  life, 
Are  but  his  rods  to  fcourge  a  guilty  land, 
And  wafte  it  at  the  bidding  of  his  hand. 
He  gives  the  word,  and  mutiny  foon  roars 
In  all  her  gates,  and  (hakes  her  diftant  fliores ; 
The  flandards  of  all  nations  are  unfurl'dj 
She  has  one  foe,  and  that  one  foe  the  world. 
And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  frown, 
And  mark  them  with  a  feal  of  wrath  prefs'd  down, 
Obduracy  takes  place  j  callous  and  tough, 
The  reprobated  race  grows  judgment  proof: 


TABLETALK.  21 

Earth  lhakes  beneath  them  and  heav'n  roars  above; 
But  nothing  fcares  them  from  the  courfe  they  love : 
To  the  lafcivious  pipe  and  wanton  fong, 
That  charm  down  fear,  they  frolic  it  along, 
With  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 
Down  to  the  gulf  from  which  is  no  return. 
They  truft  in  navies,  and  their  navies  fail — 
God's  curfe  can  caft  away  ten  thoufand  fail ! 
They  truft  in  armies,  and  their  courage  dies  j 
In  wifdom,  wealth,  in  fortune,  and  in  lies  j 
But  all  they  truft  in  withers,  as  it  muft, 
When  He  commands,  in  whom  they  place  no  truft. 
Vengeance  at  laft  pours  down  upon  their  coaft 
A  long  defpis'd,  but  now  victorious,  hoft ; 
Tyranny  fends  the  chain  that  muft  abridge 
The  noble  fweep  of  all  their  privilege  j 
Gives  liberty  the  laft,  the  mortal  ihock; 
Slips  the  flave's  collar  on,  and  fnaps  the  lock. 

A.  Such  lofty  ftrains  embellilh  what  you  teach, 
Mean  you  to  prophefy,  or  but  to  preach? 

B.  I  know  the  mind  that  feels  indeed  the  fire 
The  mufe  imparts,  and  can  command  the  lyre, 
A6rs  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with  a  zeal, 
Whate'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  feel. 
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If  human  woes  her  foft  attention  claim, 

A  tender  fympathy  pervades  the  frame, 

She  pours  a  fenfibility  divine 

Along  the  nerve  of  ev'ry  feeling  line. 

But,  if  a  deed  not  tamely  to  be  born 

Fire  indignation  and  a  fenfe  of  fcorn, 

The  firings  are  fwept  with  fuch  a  pow'r  fo  loud, 

The  ftorm  of  murk  makes  th'  aftonifh'd  crowd. 

So,  when  remote  futurity  is  brought 

Before  the  keen  inquiry  of  her  thought, 

A  terrible  fagacity  informs 

The  poet's  heart ;  he  looks  to  diftant  ftorms ; 

He  hears  the  thunder  ere  the  tempeft  low'rs ; 

And,  arm'd  with  ftrength  furpaffing  human  pow'rs, 

Seizes  events  as  yet  unknown  to  man, 

And  darts  his  foul  into  the  dawning  plan. 

Hence,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  graceful  name 

Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  fame ; 

Hence  Britifh  poets,  too,  the  priefthood  fhar'd, 

And  ev'ry  hallow'd  druid  was  a  bard. 

But  no  prophetic  fires  to  me  belong ; 

I  play  with  fyllables,  and  fport  in  fong. 

A.  At  Weftminfter,  where  little  poets  ftrive 
To  fet  a  difiich  upon  fix  and  five, 
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Where  discipline  helps  op'ning  buds  of  fenfe, 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  filver  pence, 
I  was  a  poet  too :  but  modern  tafte 
Is  fo  refin'd,  and  delicate,  and  chafte, 
That  verfe,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  warms, 
Without  a  creamy  fmoothnefs  has  no  charms. 
Thus,  all  fuccefs  depending  on  an  ear, 
And  thinking  I  might  purchafe  it  too  dear, 
If  fentiment  were  facrific'd  to  found, 
And  truth  cut  fhort  to  make  a  period  round, 
I  judg'd  a  man  of  fenfe  could  fcarce  do  worfe 
Than  caper  in  the  morris-dance  of  verfe. 

B.  Thus  reputation  is  a  fpur  to  wit, 
And  fome  wits  flag  through  fear  of  lofing  it. 
Give  me  the  line  that  plows  its  Irately  courle 
Like  a  proud  fwan,  conq'ring  the  ftream  by  force; 
That,  like  fome  cottage  beauty,  ftrikes  the  heart, 
Quite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art. 
When  labour  and  when  dullnefs,  club  in  hand, 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St.  Dunftan's,  ftand, 
Beating  alternately,  in  meafur'd  time, 
The  clock-work  tintinabulum  of  rhyme, 
Exact  and  regular  the  founds  will  be; 
But  luch  mere  quarter-ftrokes  are  not  for  me. 
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From  him  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long, 
To  him  who  flrains  his  all  into  a  fongj 
Perhaps  fome  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  there  j 
Or,  having  whelp'd  a  prologue  with  great  pains, 
Feels  hirafelf  fpent,  and  fumbles  for  his  brains  j 
A  prologue  interdam'd  with  many  a  ftroke — 
An  art  contriv'd  to  advertife  a  joke, 
So  that  the  jeft  is  clearly  to  be  feen, 
Not  in  the  words — but  in  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whate'er  is  writ, 
The  fubftitute  for  genius,  fenfe,  and  wit. 

To  dally  much  with  fubje6ts  mean  and  low 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  it  fo. 
Negle6ted  talents  ruft  into  decay, 
And  ev'ry  effort  ends  in  pnfh-pin  play. 
The  man  that  means  fuccefs  fliould  foar  above 
A  foldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove ; 
Elfe,  fummoning  the  mufe  to  fuch  a  theme, 
The  fruit  of  all  her  labour  is  whipt-cream. 
As  if  an  eagle  flew  aloft,  and  then— 
Stoop'd  from  its  higheft  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
As  if  the  poet,  purpofing  to  wed, 
Should  carve  himfelf  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 
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Ages  elaps'd  ere  Homer's  lamp  appear'd, 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  fwan  was  heard : 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before, 
To  give  a  Milton  birth  afk'd  ages  more. 
Thus  genius  role  and  fet  at  order'd  times, 
And  mot  a  day-fpring  into  diftant  climes, 
Ennobling  ev'ry  region  that  he  chole ; 
He  funk  in  Greece,  in  Italy  be  rofe  j 
And,  tedious  years  of  Gothic  darknefs  pafs'd, 
Emerg  d  all  fplendour  in  our  ifle  at  laft. 
Thus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main, 
Then  Ihow  far  off  their  mining  plumes  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays  ? 
Prove  this,  and  forftit  all  pretence  to  praife. 
Make  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once, 
Or  candidly  confefs  yourfelf  a  dunce. 

B.  Thefe  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
Was  grac'd  with  many  an  undulating  light. 

In  lefs  illuftrious  bards  his  beauty  fhone 
A  meteor,  or  a  ftar;  in  thefe,  the  fun. 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmoft  bough, 
While  the  poor  grafshopper  muft  chirp  below : 
Like  him,  unnotic'd,  I,  and  fuch  as  I, 
Spread  liltle  wings,  and  rather  Ikip  than  flyj 
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Perch'd  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land, 
An  ell  or  two  of  profpeft  we  command ; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound, 
Or  oaken  fence,  that  hems  the  paddoc  round. 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  faded,  poetry  was  not  an  art ; 
Language,  above  all  teaching,  or,  if  taught, 
Only  by  gratitude  and  glowing  thought, 
Elegant  as  fimplicity,  and  warm 
As  ecftafy,  unmanacled  by  form, 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degen'rate  days, 
By  low  ambition  and  the  thirft  of  praife, 
Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  ftream, 
And  yet  magnificent — a  God  the  theme  ! 
That  theme  on  earth  exhaufted,  though  above 
Tis  found  as  everlafting  as  his  love, 
Man  lavifh'd  all  his  thoughts  on  human  things — 
The  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings  : 
But  ftill,  while  virtue  kindled  his  delight, 
The  fong  was  moral,  and  fo  far  was  right. 
'Twas  thus  till  luxury  feduc'd  the  mind 
To  joys  lefs  innocent,  as  lefs  rtfin'dj 
Then  genius  danc'd  a  bacchanal ;  he  crown'd 
The  brimming  goblet,  feiz'd  the  thyrfus,  bound 
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His  brows  with  ivy,  rufli'd  into  the  field 

Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reel'd, 

The  vidtirn  of  his  own  lafcivious  fires, 

And,  dizzy  with  delight,  profan'd  the  facred  wires. 

Anacreon,  Horace,  play'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 

This  Bedlam  part ;  and  others  nearer  home. 

When  Cromwell  fought  for  pow'r,  and  while  he 

reign'd 

The  proud  protector  of  the  pow'r  he  gain'd, 
Religion  harfh,  intolerant,  auftere, 
Parent  of  manners  like  herfelf  fevere, 
Drew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Chriftian  face 
Without  the  fmile,  the  fweetnefs,  or  the  grace ; 
The  dark  and  fullen  humour  of  the  time 
Judg'd  ev'ry  effort  of  the  mufe  a  crime  $ 
Verfe,  in  the  fined  mould  of  fancy  caft, 
Was  lumber  in  an  age  fo  void  of  tafte : 
But,  when  the  fecond  Charles  afium'd  the  fway, 
And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  a  fofter  day, 
Then,  like  a  bow  long  forc'd  into  a  curve, 
The  mind,  releas'd  from  too  conftrain'd  a  nerve, 
Flew  to  its  firft  pofition  with  a  fpring 
That  made  the  vaulted  roofs  of  pleafure  ring. 
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His  court,  the  diflblute  and  hateful  fchool 
Of  wantonnefs,  where  vice  was  taught  by  rub, 
Swarm'd  with  a  fcribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 
With  brutal  luft  as  ever  Circe  made. 
From  thefe  a  long  fucceffion,  in  the  rage 
Of  rank  obfcenity,  debauch'd  their  age ; 
Nor  ceas'd,  till,  ever  anxious  to  redrefs 
Th'  abufes  of  her  facred  charge,  the  prefs, 
The  mufe  inftru&ed  a  well-nurtur'd  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanfe  the  ftain, 
And  claim  the  palm  for  purity  of  fong, 
That  lewdnefs  had  ufurp'd  and  worn  fo  long. 
Then  decent  pleafantry  and  fterling  fenfe, 
That  neither  gave  nor  would  endure  offence, 
"Whipp'd  out  of  fight,  with  fatire  juft  and  keen, 
The  puppy  pack  that  had  denl'd  the  fcene. 

In  front  of  thefe  came  Addifon.     In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  fightly  trim, 
Sublimity  and  attic  tafte,  cornbin'd, 
To  polifh,  furnifli,  and  delight,  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itfelf  exa6t, 
In  verfe  well  difciplin'd,  complete,  compacl, 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That,  quite  eclipfing  plcafure's  painted  face, 
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Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applaufe, 

Ev'n  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  their  laws. 

But  he  (h\£  mufical  finerte  was  fuch, 

So  nice  his  ear,  fo  delicate  his  touch) 

Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanic  art ; 

And  ev'ry  warbler  has  his  tune  by  heart. 

Nature  imparting  her  fatiric  gift, 

Her  ferious  mirth,  to  Arbuthnot  and  Swift, 

With  droll  fobriety  they  rais'd  a  fmile 

At  folly's  coft,  themfelves  unmov'd  the  while. 

That  conftellation  fet,  the  world  in  vain 

Muft  hope  to  look  upon  their  like  again. 

A.  Are  we  then  left— B.  Not  wholly  in  the  dark; 
"Wit  now  and  then,  ftruck  fmartly,  {hows  a  fpark, 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modern  race 
From  total  night  and  abfolute  difgrace. 
While  fervile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track, 
Perhaps  fome  courfer,  who  difdains  the  road, 
Snuffs  up  the  wind,  and  flings  himfelf  abroad. 

Contemporaries  all  furpafs'd,  fee  one  ; 
Short  his  career,  indeed,  but  ably  run ; 
Churchill ;  himfelf  unconfcious  of  his  pow'rs, 
In  penury  confum'd  his  idle  hours : 
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And,  like  a  fcatter'd  feed  at  random  fown, 
Was  left  to  fpring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  genius,  to  an  affluent  lot, 
He  laid  his  head  in  luxury's  foft  lap, 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  eafy  nap. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
'Twas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly  and  flovenly,  and  bold  and  coarfe, 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trufting  in  mere  force, 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
Always  at  fpeed,  and  never  drawing  bit, 
He  ftruck  the  lyre  in  fuch  a  carelefs  mood, 
And  fo  difdain'd  the  rules  he  underftood, 
The  laurel  feem'd  to  wait  on  his  command ; 
He  fnatch'd  it  rudely  from  the  mufes'  hand. 
Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  pow'r, 
Forms,  opens,  and  gives  fcent  to,  ev'ry  flow'r ; 
Spreads  the  frefli  verdure  of  the  field,  and  leads 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads : 
She  fills  profufe  ten  thoufand  little  throats 
With  mufic,  modulating  all  their  notes  j 
And  charms  the  woodland  fcenes,  and  wilds  un- 
known, 
With  artlefs  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own  : 
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But  feldom  (as  if  fearful  of  expenfe) 
Vouchfafes  to  man  a  poet's  juft  pretence — 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought, 
Harmony,  ftrength,  words  exquifitely  fought 
Fancy,  that  from  the  bow  that  fpans  the  iky 
Brings  colours,  dipt  in  heav'n,  that  never  die  j 
A  foul  exalted  above  earth,  a  mind 
Skill'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind; 
And,  as  the  fun  in  rifing  beauty  drefs'd, 
Looks  to  the  weftward  from  the  dappled  eaft, 
And  marks,  whatever  clouds  may  interpofe, 
Ere  yet  his  race  begins,  its  glorious  clofe  ; 
An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  diftant  goal ; 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verfe  begin  to  roll, 
Like  his  to  flied  illuminating  rays 
On  ev'ry  fcene  and  fubjecl:  it  furveys  : 
Thus  grac'd,  the  man  atferts  a  poet's  name, 
And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  claim. 
Pity  religion  has  fo  feldom  found 
A  ikilful  guide  into  poetic  ground  ! 
The  flow'rs  would  fpring  where'er  Ihe  deign'd  to 

ftray, 

And  ev'ry  mufe  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhiming  friend, 
And  many  a  compliment  politely  penn'd  j 
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But,  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  veft 
Religion  weaves  for  her,  and  half  undrefs'd, 
Stand  in  the  defert,  fhiv'ring  and  forlorn, 
A  wintry  figure,  like  a  wither'd  thorn. 
The  {helves  are  full,  all  other  themes  are  fped  j 
Hackney' d  and  worn  to  the  laft  flimfy  thread, 
Satire  has  long  fince  done  his  beft  j  and  curft 
And  loathfome  ribaldry  has  done  his  worft  j 
Fancy  has  fported  all  her  pow'rs  away 
In  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  playj 
And  'tis  the  fad  complaint,  and  almoft  true, 
Whate'er  we  write,  we  bring  forth  nothing  new. 
'Twere  new  indeed  to  fee  a  bard  all  fire, 
Touch'd  with  a  coal  from  heav'n,  affume  the  lyre, 
And  tell  the  world,  ftill  kindling  as  he  lung, 
With  more  than  mortal  muiic  on  his  tongue, 
That  He,  who  died  below,  arid  reigns  above, 
Infpires  the  fong,  and  that  his  name  is  love. 

For,  after  all.  if  merely  to  beguile, 
By  flowing  numbers  and  a  flow'ry  ftyle, 
The  tsedium  that  the  lazy  rich  endure, 
Which  now  and  then  fweet  poetry  may  cure ; 
Or,  if  to  fee  the  name  of  idle  felf, 

Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  flielf, 
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To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  fame, 

Prompt  his  endeavour,  and  engage  his  aim, 

Debas'd  to  fervile  purpofes  of  pride, 

How  are  the  pow'rs  of  genius  mifapplied  ! 

The  gift,  whofe  office  is  the  Giver's  praife, 

To  trace  him  in  his  word,  his  works,  his  ways ! 

Then  fpread  the  rich  difcov'ry,  and  invite 

Mankind  to  mare  in  the  divine  delight. 

Diftorted  from  its  ufe  and  juft  defign, 

To  make  the  pitiful  pofleffor  fhine, 

To  purchafe,  at  the  fool-frequented  fair 

Of  vanity,  a  wreath  for  felf  to  wear, 

Is  profanation  of  the  bafeft  kind — 

Proof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthlefs  mind. 

A.  Hail  Sternhold,  then;  and  Hopkins,  hail! 

B.  Amen. 

If  flatt'ry,  folly,  luft,  employ  the  penj 
If  acrimony,  flander,  and  abufe, 
Give  it  a  charge  to  blacken  and  traduce ; 
Though  Butler's  wit,  Pope's  numbers,  Prior's  eafe, 
With  all  that  fancy  can  invent  to  pleafe, 
Adorn  the  polifh'd  periods  as  they  fall, 
One  madrigal  of  their's  is  worth  them  all. 

VOL.   I.  D 
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A.  'Twould  thin  the  ranks  of  the  poetic  tribe, 
To  dalh  the  pen  through  all  that  you  profcribe. 

B.  No  matter — we  could  flnft  when  they  were 

not; 
And  fliould,  no  doubt,  if  they  were  all  forgot. 


PROGRESS   OF   ERROR. 


Si  quid  loquar  audiendum.     HOR.  Lib.  4.  Od.  2. 

SING,  mufe,  (if  fuch  a  theme,  fo  dark,  fo  long, 
May  find  a  mufe  to  grace  it  with  a  fong) 
By  what  unfeen  and  unfufpe&ed  arts 
The  fcrpent  error  twines  round  human  hearts ; 
Tell  where  flie  lurks,  beneath  what  flow'ry  lhades, 
That  not  a  glimpfe  of  genuine  light  pervades, 
The  pois'nous,  black,  infinuating  worm 
Succefsfully  conceals  her  loathfome  form. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  carelefs  and  fupine, 
Counfel  and  caution  from  a  voice  like  mine ! 
Truths,  that  the  theorift  could  never  reach, 
And  obfervation  taught  me,  I  would  teach. 
D  2 
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Not  all,  whofe  eloquence  the  fancy  fills, 
Mufical  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rills, 
Weak  to  perform,  though  mighty  to  pretend, 
Can  trace  her  mazy  windings  to  their  end  ; 
Difcern  the  fraud  beneath  the  fpecious  lure, 
Prevent  the  danger,  or  prefcribe  the  care. 
The  clear  harangue,  and  cold  as  it  is  clear, 
Falls  foporific  on  the  liftlefs  ear; 
Like  quickfilver,  the  rhet'ric  they  difplay 
Shines  as  it  runs,  but,  grafp'd  at,  flips  away. 

Plac'd  for  his  trial  on  this  buftling  ftage, 
From  thoughtlefs  youth  to  ruminating  age, 
Free  in  his  will  to  choofe  or  to  refufe, 
Man  may  improve  the  crilis,  or  abufe  j 
Elfe,  on  the  fatalifts  unrighteous  plan, 
Say,  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  ? 
With  nought  in  charge,  he  could  betray  no  truft $ 
And,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  becaufe  he  muft  j 
If  love  reward  him,  or  if  vengeance  fhike, 
His  recompenfe  is  both  unjuft  alike. 
Divine  authority  within  his  breaft 
Brings  ev'ry  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  teft ; 
Warns  him  or  prompts,  approves  him  or  reftrains, 
As  reafon,  or  as  paffion,  takes  the  reins. 
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Heav'n  from  above,  and  confcience  from  within, 
Cries  in  his  ftartled  ear — Abftain  from  fin  ! 
The  world  around  folicits  his  deiire, 
And  kindles  in  his  foul  a  treach'rous  fire  j 
While,  all  his  purpofes  and  fteps  to  guard, 
Peace  follows  virtue,  as  its  fure  reward  j 
And  pleafure  brings  as  furely  in  her  train 
Remorfe,  and  forrow,  and  vindictive  pain. 

Man,  thus  endued  with  an  elective  voice, 
Muft  be  fupplied  with  objects  of  his  choice. 
Where'er  he  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight, 
Or  prefent,  or  in  profpecl,  meet  his  fight ; 
Thofe  open  on  the  fpot  their  honey'd  ftore ; 
Thefe  call  him  loudly  to  purfuit  of  more. 
His  unexhausted  mine  the  fordid  vice 
Avarice  mows,  and  virtue  is  the  price. 
Here  various  motives  his  ambition  raife — 
Pow'r,  pomp,  and  fplendour,  and  the  thirftof  praifej 
There  beauty  woos  him  with  expanded  arms ; 
E'en  Bacchanalian  madnefs  has  its  charms. 

Nor  thefe  alone,  whofe  pleafures,  lefs  refin'd, 
Might  well  alarm  the  moil  unguarded  mind, 
Seek  to  fupplant  his  inexperienc'd  youth, 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  the  path  of  truth; 


38  THE   PROGRESS    OF   ERROR. 

Hourly  allurements  on  his  paflions  prefs, 

Safe  in  themfelves,  but  dang'rous  in  th'  excefs. 

Hark  !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air  1 
O  what  a  dying,  dying  clofe  was  there ! 
Tis  harmony  from  yon  fequefter'd  bow'r, 
Sweet  harmony,  that  fooths  the  midnight  hour  ! 
Long  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning  courfe,  th'  enchantment  was  begun; 
And  he  (hall  gild  yon  mountain's  height  again, 
Ere  yet  the  pleating  toil  becomes  a  pain. 

Is  this  the  rugged  path,  the  fteep  afcent, 
That  virtue  points  to  ?  Can  a  life  thus  fpent 
Lead  to  the  blifs  flie  promifes  the  wife, 
Detach  the  foul  from  earth,  and  fpeed  her  to  the 

{kies? 

Ye  devotees  to  your  ador'd  employ, 
Enthufiafts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy, 
Love  makes  the  mufic  of  the  bleft  above, 
Heav'n's  harmony  is  univerfal  love ; 
And  earthly  founds,  tho'  fweet  and  well  combin'd, 
And  lenient  as  foft  opiates  to  the  mind, 
Leave  vice  and  folly  unfubdu'd  behind. 

Gray  dawn  appears ;  the  fportfman  and  his  train 
Speckle  the  bofom  of  the  diflant  plain  j 
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Tis  he,  the  Nimrod  of  the  neighb'ring  lairs; 
Save  that  his  fcent  is  lefs  acute  than  their's, 
For  perfevering  chafe,  and  headlong  leaps, 
True  beagle  as  the  ftauncheft  hound  he  keeps. 
Charg'd  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  fcene, 
He  takes  offence,  and  wonders  what  you  mean ; 
The  joy  the  danger  and  the  toil  o'erpays — 
Tis  exercife,  and  health,  and  length  of  days. 
Again  impetuous  to  the  field  he  flies ; 
Leaps  ev'ry  fence  but  one,  there  falls  and  dies ; 
Like  a  (lain  deer,  the  tumbrel  brings  him  home, 
Unmifs'd  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  his  groom. 
Ye  clergy ;  while  your  orbit  is  your  place, 
Lights  of  the  world,  and  ftars  of  human  racej 
But,  if  eccentric  ye  forfake  your  fphere, 
Prodigies  ominous,  and  view'd  with  fear. 
The  comet's  baneful  influence  is  a  dream  ; 
Your's  real,  and  pernicious  in  th'  extreme. 
What  then  !— are  appetites  and  lulls  laid  down, 
With  the  fame  eafe  that  man  puts  on  his  gown  ? 
Will  av'rice  and  concupifcence  give  place, 
Charm'd  by  the  founds — Your  Rev'rence,  or  Your 
Grace  ? 
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No.     But  his  own  engagement  binds  him  faft ; 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  laft, 
What  atheifts  call  him— a  defigning  knave, 
A  mere  church  juggler,  hypocrite,  and  flave. 
Oh,  laugh  or  mourn  with  me  the  rueful  jeft, 
A  caflbck'd  huntfman  and  a  fiddling  prieft ! 
He  from  Italian  fongfters  takes  his  cue : 
Set  Paul  to  mufic,  he  mall  quote  him  too. 
He  takes  the  field.    The  matter  of  the  pack 
Cries — Well  done,  faint!  and  claps  him  on  the 

back. 

Is  this  the  path  of  fandity  ?  Is  this 
To  fland  a  way-mark  in  the  road  to  blifs  ? 
Himfelf  a  wand'rer  from  the  narrow  way, 
His  filly  flieep,  what  wonder  if  they  ftray  ? 
Go,  caft  your  orders  at  your  bifhop's  feet, 
Send  your  dilhonour'd  gown  to  Monmouth-ftreet! 
The  facred  function  in  your  hands  is  made — 
Sad  facrilege ! — no  function,  but  a  trade  ! 

Occiduus  is  a  paftor  of  renown, 
When  hehaspray'd  andpreach'd  the  fabbath  down, 
With  wire  and  catgut  he  concludes  the  day, 
Quav'ring  and  femiquav'ring  care  away. 
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The  full  concerto  fwells  upon  your  ear; 
All  elbows  {hake.     Look  in,  and  you  would  fwear 
The  Babylonian  tyrant  with  a  nod 
Had  furamon'd  them  to  ferve  his  golden  god. 
So  well  that  thought  th'  employment  feems  to  fuit, 
Pfalt'ry  and  fackbut,  dulcimer,  and  flute. 
Oh  fie  !  'tis  evangelical  and  pure : 
Obferve  each  face,  how  fober  and  demure ! 
Ecftafy  fets  her  ftamp  on  ev'ry  mien ; 
Chins  fall'n,  and  not  an  eye-ball  to  be  feen. 
Still  I  infill,  though  mufic  heretofore 
Has  charm' d  me  much,  (not  e'en  Occiduus  more) 
Love,  joy,  and  peace,  make  harmony  more  meet 
For  fabbath  ev'nings,  and  perhaps  as  fweet. 
Will  not  the  ficklieft  fheep  of  every  flock 
Refort  to  this  example  as  a  rock ; 
There  ftand,  and  juftify  the  foul  abufe 
Of  fabbath  hours  with  plaufible  excufe  ? 
If  apoftolic  gravity  be  free 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  we  ? 
If  he  the  tinkling  harpfichord  regards 
As  inoffenfive,  what  offence  in  cards  ? 
Strike  up  the  fiddles,  let  us  all  be  gay ! 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parfons  play. 
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Oh  Italy!— thy  fabbaths  will  be  foon 
Our  fabbaths,  clos'd  with  mumm'ry  and  buffoon. 
Preaching  and  pranks  will  ihare  the  motley  fcene : 
Our's  parcelld  out,  as  thine  have  ever  been, 
God's  worfhip  and  the  mountebank  between. 
What  fays  the  prophet  ?  Let  that  day  be  bleft 
With  holinefs  and  confecrated  reft. 
Paftime  and  bus'nefs  both  it  ihould  exclude, 
And  bar  the  door  the  moment  they  intrude  j 
Nobly  diftinguifh'd  above  all  the  fix, 
By  deeds  in  which  the  world  rmift  never  mix. 
Hear  him  again.     He  calls  it  a  delight, 
A  day  of  luxury,  obferv'd  aright, 
When  the  glad  foul  is  made  heav'n's  welcome  gueft, 
Sits  banqueting,  and  God  provides  the  feaft. 
But  triflers  are  engag'd  and  cannot  come; 
Their  anfwer  to  the  call  is — Not  at  home. 

Oh  the  dear  pleafures  of  the  velvet  plain, 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  again. 
Cards,  with  what  rapture,  and  the  polifli'd  die, 
The  yawning  chafm  of  indolence  fupply ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  fober  moon 

Witnefs  of  joys  that  Ihun  the  fight  of  noon. 

8 
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Blame,  cynic,  if  you  can,  quadrille  or  ball, 
The  fnug  clofe  party,  or  the  fplendid  hall, 
Where  night,  down-ftooping  from  her  ebon  throne, 
Views  conftellations  brighter  than  her  own. 
Tis  innocent,  and  harmlefs,  and  refin'd  j 
The  balm  of  care,  elyfium  of  the  mind. 
Innocent !  Oh,  if  venerable  time 
Slain  at  the  foot  of  pleafure  be  no  crime, 
Then,  with  his  lilver  beard  and  magic  wand, 
Let  Comus  rife  archbifliop  of  the  land ; 
Let  him  your  rubric  and  your  feafts  prefcribe, 
Grand  metropolitan  of  all  the  tribe. 

Of  manners  rough,  and  coarfe  athletic  caft, 
The  rank  debauch  fuits  Clodio's  filthy  tafte. 
Rufillus,  exquifitely  form'd  by  rule, 
Not  of  the  moral,  but  the  dancing  fchool, 
Wonders  at  Clodio's  follies,  in  a  tone 
As  tragical,  as  others  at  his  own. 
He  cannot  drink  five  bottles,  bilk  the  fcore, 
Then  kill  a  conttable,  and  drink  five  more; 
But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart, 
And  has  the  ladies  etiquette  by  heart. 
Go,  fool ;  and,  arm  in  arm  with  Clodio,  plead 
Your  caufe  before  a  bar  you  little  dread ; 
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But  know,  the  law  that  bids  the  drunkard  die 

Is  far  too  juft  to  pafs  the  trifler  by. 

Both  baby-featur'd,  and  of  infant  fize, 

View'd  from  a  diftance,  and  with  heedlefs  eyes, 

Folly  and  innocence  are  fo  alike, 

The  diffrence,  though  effential,  fails  to  ftrike. 

Yet  folly  ever  has  a  vacant  flare, 

A  fimp'ring  countenance,  and  a  trifling  air ; 

But  innocence,  fedate,  ferene,  erect, 

Delights  us,  by  engaging  our  refpe6t. 

Man,  nature's  gueft  by  invitation  fweet, 

Receives  from  her  both  appetite  and  treat  j 

But,  if  he  play  the  glutton  and  exceed, 

His  benefadrefs  blulhes  at  the  deed. 

For  nature,  nice,  as  lib'ral  to  difpenfe, 

Made  nothing  but  a  brute  the  Have  of  fenfc. 

Daniel  ate  pulfe  by  choice — example  rare  ! 

Heav'n  blefs'd  the  youth,  and  made  him  frelh  and 

fair. 

Gorgonius  fits,  abdominous  and  wan, 
Like  a  fat  fquab  upon  a  Chinefe  fan : 
He  fnuffs  far  off  th'  anticipated  joyj 
Turtle  and  ven'fon  all  his  thoughts  employ ; 
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Prepares  for  meals  as  jockies  take  a  fweat, 
Oh,  naufeous  ! — an  emetic  for  a  whet ! 
Will  Providence  o'erlook  the  wafted  good? 
Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  could. 

That  pleafures,  therefore,  or  what  fuch  we  call, 
Are  hurtful,  is  a  truth  confefs'd  by  all. 
And  fome,  that  feem  to  threaten  virtue  lefs, 
Still  hurtful,  in  th'  abufe,  or  by  th'  excefs. 

Is  man  then  only  for  his  torment  plac'd 
The  centre  of  delights  he  may  not  tafte  ? 
Like  fabled  Tantalus,  condemn'd  to  hear 
The  precious  ftream  ftill  purling  in  his  ear, 
Lip-deep  in  what  he  longs  for,  and  yet  curft 
With  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thirft  ? 
No,  wrangler— deftitute  of  fhame  and  fenfe, 
The  precept,  that  enjoins  him  abflinence, 
Forbids  him  none  but  the  licentious  joy, 
Whofe  fruit,  though  fair,  tempts  only  to  deftroy. 
Remorfe,  the  fatal  egg  by  pleafure  laid 
In  every  bofom  where  her  neft  is  made, 
Hatch'd  by  the  beams  of  truth,  denies  him  reft, 
And  proves  a  raging  fcorpion  in  his  breaft. 
No  pleafure  ?  Are  domeftic  comforts  dead  ? 
Are  all  the  namelefs  fweets  of  friendmip  fled  ? 


46  THE    PROGRESS    OF    ERROR. 

Has  time  worn  out,  or  falhion  put  to  fhame, 
Good  fenfe,  good  health,  good  conference,  and 

good  fame  ? 

All  thefe  belong  to  virtue,  and  all  prove 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  your  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  ftarv'd  at  your  inhofpitable  door  ? 
Or,  if  yourfelf,  too  fcantily  fupplied, 
Need  help,  let  honeft  induilry  provide. 
Earn,  if  you  want  j  if  you  abound,  impart : 
Thefe  both  are  pleafures  to  the  feeling  heart. 
No  pleafure  ?  Has  fome  fickly  eaftern  wafte 
Sent  us  a  wind  to  parch  us  at  a  blaft  ? 
Can  Britilh  paradife  no  fcenes  afford 
To  pleafe  her  fated  and  indiff'rent  lord  ? 
Are  fweet  philofophy's  enjoyments  run 
Quite  to  the  lees  ?  And  has  religion  none  ? 
Brutes  capable,  would  tell  you  'tis  a  lie, 
And  judge  you  from  the  kennel  and  the  ftyc. 
Delights  like  thefe,  ye  fenfual  and  profane, 
Ye  are  bid,  begg'd,  befought  to  entertain  j 
Call'd  to  thefe  cryflal  ftreams,  do  ye  turn  off, 
Obfcene,  to  fvvill  and  fwallow  at  a  trough  ? 
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Envy  the  beaft,  then,  on  whom  heav'n  beftows 
Your  pleaiures,  with  no  curfes  in  the  clofe. 

Pleafure  admitted  in  undue  degree, 
Enflaves  the  will,  nor  leaves  the  judgment  free. 
'Tis  not  alone  the  grape's  enticing  juice 
Unnerves  the  moral  pow'rs,  and  mars  their  ufe; 
Ambition,  av'rice,  and  the  luft  of  fame, 
And  woman,  lovely  woman,  does  the  fame. 
The  heart,  furrender'd  to  the  ruling  pow'r 
Of  fome  ungovern'd  paflion  ev'ry  hour, 
Finds,  by  degrees,  the  truths  that  once  bore  fway, 
And  all  their  deep  impreffions,  wear  away. 
So  coin  grows  fmooth,  in  traffic  current  pafs'd, 
Till  Caefar's  image  is  effac'd  at  laft. 

The  breach,  though  fmall  at  firft,  foon  op'ning 

wide, 

In  nifties  folly  with  a  full-moon  tide. 
Then  welcome  errors,  of  whatever  fize, 
To  juftify  it  by  a  thoufand  lies. 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  wood  or  ftone, 
And  hides  the  ruin  that  it  feeds  upon  j 
So  fophiftry  cleaves  clofe  to,  and  protects, 
Sin's  rotten  trunk,  concealing  its  defects. 
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Mortals,  whofe  pleafures  are  their  only  care, 
Firft  wilh  to  be  impos'd  on,  and  then  are. 
And,  left  the  fulfome  artifice  mould  fail, 
Themfelves  will  hide  its  coarfenefs  with  a  veil. 
Not  more  induftrious  are  the  juft  and  true 
To  give  to  virtue  what  is  virtue's  due — 
The  praife  of  wifdom,  comelinefs,  and  worth; 
And  call  her  charms  to  public  notice  forth— 
Than  vice's  mean  and  difingenuous  race 
To  hide  the  {hocking  features  of  her  face. 
Her  form  with  drefs  and  lotion  they  repair; 
Then  kifs  their  idol,  and  pronounce  her  fair. 

The  facred  implement  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  mifchief,  or  at  beft  a  toy; 
A  trifle,  if  it  move  but  to  amnfe : 
But,  if  to  wrong  the  judgment  and  abufe, 
Worfe  than  a  poignard  in  the.  bafeft  hand, 
It  ftabs  at  once  the  morals  of  a  land. 

Ye  writers  of  what  none  with  fafety  reads, 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  fancy  leads  : 
Ye  novelifts,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mend, 
Sniv'ling  and  driv'ling  folly  without  end ; 
Whofe  correfponding  mifles  fill  the  ream 
With  fentimental  frippery  and  dream, 
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Caught  in  a  delicate  foft  filken  net 
By  fome  lewd  earl,  or  rake-hell  baronet : 
Ye  pimps,  who,  under  virtue's  fair  pretence, 
Steal  to  the  clofet  of  young  innocence, 
And  teach  her,  unexperienc'd  yet  and  green, 
To  feribble  as  you  fcribbled  at  fifteen ; 
Who,  kindling  a  eombuftion  of  defire, 
With  fome  cold  moral  think  to  quench  the  fire; 
Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain, 
The  dribbling  ftream  ne'er  puts  it  out  again  : 
Oh  that  a  verfe  had  pow'r,  and  could  command 
Far,  far  away,  thefe  fiem-flies  of  the  land; 
Who  fallen  without  mercy  on  the  fair, 
And  fuck,  and  leave  a  craving  maggot  there. 
Howe'er  difguis'd  th'  inflammatory  tale, 
And  covered  with  a  fine-fpun  fpecious  veil; 
Such  writers,  and  fuch  readers,  owe  the  guft 
And  relifh  of  their  pleafure  all  to  luft. 

But  the  mufe,  eagle-pinion'd,  has  in  view 
A  quarry  more  important  ftill  than  you  ; 
Down,  down  the  wind  fhe  fwims,  and  fails  away-} 
Now  ftoops  upon  it,  and  now  grafps  the  prey. 

Petronius  !  all  the  mufes  weep  for  thee  j 
But  ev'ry  tear  iliall  fcald  thy  memory : 
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The  graces,  too,  while  virtue  at  their  flirine 
Lay  bleeding  under  that  foft  hand  of  thine, 
Felt  each  a  mortal  ftab  in  her  own  breaft, 
Abhorr'd  the  facrifice,  and  curft  the  prieft. 
Thou  poliih'd  and  high-finim'd  foe  to  truth, 
Gray-beard  corrupter  of  our  lift'ning  youth, 
To  purge  and  fkim  away  the  filth  of  vice, 
That,  fo  rerin'd,  it  might  the  more  entice, 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  fon, 
To  taint  his  heart,  was  worthy  of  thine  otun! 
Now,  while  the  poifon  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  thou  can'il,  one  letter  from  the  fhadesj 
One,  and  one  only,  charg'd  with  deep  regret 
That  thy  worft  part,  thy  principles,  live  yet  j 
One  fad  epiftle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  plague  fpread  by  bundles  left  behind. 
'Tis  granted,  and  no  plainer  truth  appears, 
Our  moft  important  are  our  earlieft  years ; 
The  mind,  impreffible  and  foft,  with  cafe 
Imbibes  and  copies  what  me  hears  and  fees, 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  faft  the  clue 
That  education  gives  her,  falfe  or  true. 
Plants  rais'd  with  tendernefs  are  feldom  ftrongj 
Man's  coltifh  difpofition  aiks  the  thong 3 
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And,  without  difcipline,  the  fav'rite  child, 
Like  a  neglected  forefter,  runs  wild. 
But  we,  as  if  good  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  fowj 
We  give  forae  Latin,  and  a  fmatch  of  Greek ; 
Teach  him  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a  week ; 
And,  having  done,  we  think,  the  beft  we  can, 
Praife  his  proficiency,  and  dub  him  man. 

From  fchool  to  Cam  or  Ifis,  and  thence  home ; 
And  thence,  with  all  convenient  fpeed,  to  Rome, 
With  rev'rend  tutor,  clad  in  habit  lay, 
To  teafe  for  calh,  and  quarrel  with,  all  dayj 
With  memorandum-book  for  ev'ry  town, 
And  ev'ry  poft,  and  where  the  chaife  broke  downj 
His  ftock,  a  few  French  phrafes  got  by  heart  j 
With  much  to  learn,  but  nothing  to  impart, 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  fire's  commands, 
Sets  off  a  wand'rer  into  foreign  lands. 
Surpris'd  at  all  they  meet,  the  gofling  pair, 
With  awkward  gait,  ftretch'd  neck,  and  filly  dare, 
Difcover  huge  cathedrals,  built  with  ftone, 
And  fteeples  tow'ring  high,  much  like  our  own  j 
But  (how  peculiar  light  by  many  a  grin 
At  popifli  practices  obferv'd  within. 
E  2 
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Ere  long,  fome  bowing,  fmirking,  fmart  abbe, 
Remarks  two  loit'rers  that  have  loft  their  way; 
And,  being  always  prim'd  with  pol'tteffe 
For  men  of  their  appearance  and  addrefs, 
"With  much  compaffion  undertakes  the  tafk 
To  tell  them — more  than  they  have  wit  to  afk : 
Points  to  infcriptions  wherefoe'er  they  tread, 
Such  as,  when  legible,  were  never  read, 
But,  being  canker'd  now  and  half  worn  out, 
Craze  antiquarian  brains  with  endlefs  doubt ; 
Some  headlefs  hero,  or  fome  Csefar  fhows — 
Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nofe  -, 
Exhibits  elevations,  drawings,  plans, 
Models  of  Herculanean  pots  and  pans  j 
And  fells  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 
Nor  ancient,  will  be  fo,  preferv'd  with  care. 

Strange  the  recital !  from  whatever  caufe 
His  great  improvement  and  new  lights  he  draws, 
The  fquire,  once  bafliful,  is  fhame-fac'd  no  more, 
But  teems  with  pow'rs  he  never  felt  before ; 
"Whether  increas'd  momentum,  and  the  force 
With  which  from  clime  to  clime  he  fped  his  courfe, 
(As  axles  fometimes  kindle  as  they  go) 
Chaf 'd  him,  and  brought  dull  nature  to  a  glow; 
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Or  whether  clearer  Ikies  and  lofter  air, 
That  make  Italian  flow'rs  fo  fweet  and  fair, 
Frefh'ning  his  lazy  fpirits  as  he  ran, 
Unfolded  genially,  and  fpread  the  man ; 
Returning,  he  proclaims,  by  many  a  grace, 
By  Ihrugs,  and  lirange  contortions  of  his  face, 
How  much  a  dunce  that  has  been  fent  to  roam, 
Excels  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplimments  have  taken  virtue's  place, 
And  wifdom  falls  before  exterior  grace ; 
We  flight  the  precious  kernel  of  the  ftone, 
And  toil  to  poliih  its  rough  coat  alone. 
A  juft  deportment,  manners  grac'd  with  eafe, 
Elegant  phrafe,  and  figure  form'd  to  pleafe, 
Are  qualities  that  feem  to  comprehend 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  fchools,  intend} 
Hence  an  unfurniuYd  and  a  liftlefs  mind, 
Though  bufy,  trifling  ;  empty,  though  refin'd  j 
Hence  ail  that  interferes,  and  dares  to  clafti 
With  indolence  and  luxury,  is  trafli  j 
While  learning,  once  the  man's  exclufive  pride, 
Seems  verging  faft  towards  the  female  fide. 
Learning  itfelf,  receiv'd  into  a  mind 
By  nature  weak,  or  vicioufly  incliu'd, 
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Serves  but  to  lead  philosophers  aftray, 

Where  children  would  with  eafe  difcern  the  way. 

And,  of  all  arts  fagacious  dupes  invent, 

To  cheat  themfelves  and  gain  the  world's  aflent, 

The  worll  is — fcripture  warp'd  from  its  intent. 

The  carriage  bowls  along,  and  all  are  pleas'd, 
If  Tom  be  fober,  and  the  wheels  well  greas'd  j 
But,  if  the  rogue  have  gone  a  cup  too  far, 
Left  out  his  linch-pin,  or  forgot  his  tar, 
It  f offers  interruption  and  delay, 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  fmootheft  way. 
When  fome  hypothecs  abfurd  and  vain 
Has  fill'd  with  all  its  fumes  a  critic's  brain, 
The  text  that  forts  not  with  his  darling  whim, 
Though  plain  to  others,  is  obfcure  to  him. 
The  will  made  fubjeft  to  a  lawlefs  force, 
All  is  irregular,  and  out  of  courfe  j 
And  judgment  drunk,  and  brib'd  to  lofe  his  way, 
Winks  hard,  and  talks  of  darknefs  at  noou-day. 

A  critic  on  the  facred  book  mould  be 
Candid  and  learn'd,  difpaffionate  and  free ; 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  feel, 
From  fancy's  influence,  and  intemp'rate  zeal : 


THE    PROGRESS    OF    ERROR.  55 

But,  above  all,  (or  let  the  wretch  refrain, 
Nor  touch  the  page  he  cannot  but  profane) 
Free  from  the  domineering  pow'r  of  luft  j 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  juft. 

How  (hall  I  fpeak  thee,  or  thy  pow'r  addrefs, 
Thou  god  of  our  idolatry,  the  prefs  ? 
By  thee,  religion,  liberty,  and  laws, 
Exert  their  influence,  and  advance  their  caufe; 
By  thee,  worfe  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befel, 
DifFus'd,  make  earth  the  veftibule  of  hell ; 
Thou  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and  wife  j 
Thou,  ever-bubbling  fpring  of  endlefs  lies  j 
Like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree, 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  from  thee. 

No  wild  enthufiaft  ever  yet  could  reft 
Till  half  mankind  were  like  himfelf  pofTefs'd. 
Philofophers,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everl ailing  doubt  j 
Church  quacks,  with  paflions  under  no  command, 
Who  fill  the  world  with  doctrines  contraband, 
Difcov'rers  of  they  know  not  what,  confin'd 
Within  no  bounds — the  blind  that  lead  the  blind ; 
To  flreams  of  popular  opinion  drawn, 
Depofit  in  thofe  fhallows  all  their  fpawn. 
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The  wriggling  fry  foon  fill  the  creeks  around, 
Pois'ning  the  waters  where  their  fwarms  abound. 
Scorn'd  by  the  nobler  tenants  of  the  flood, 
Minnows  and  gudgeons  gorge  th'  umvholefome' 

food. 

The  propagated  myriads  fpread  fo  faft, 
E'en  Leuwenhoeck  himfelf  would  ftand  aghaft, 
Employ'd  to  calculate  th'  enormous  fum, 
And  own  his  crab-computing  pow'rs  o'ercome. 
Is  this  hyperbole  ?  The  world  well  known, 
Your  fober  thoughts  will  hardly  find  it  one. 

Frefh  confidence  the  fpeculatift  takes 
From  ev'ry  hair-braiu'd  profelyte  he  makes  ; 
And  therefore  prints :  himfelf  but  half  deceiv'd, 
Till  others  have  the  foothing  tale  believ'd. 
Hence  comment  after  comment,  fpun  as  fine 
As  bloated  fpiders  draw  the  flimfy  line: 
Hence  the  fame  word,  that  bids  our  lufts  obey, 
Is  mifapplied  to  fanftify  their  fway. 
If  ftubboru  Greek  refufe  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriac  (hall  be  forc'd  to  bend : 
If  languages  and  copies  all  cry,  No — 
Somebody  prov'd  it  centuries  ago. 


THE    PROGRESS    OF    ERROR.  57 

Like  trout  pnrfued,  the  critic,  in  defpair, 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  his  lafety  there. 
Women,  whom  cuftom  has  forbid  to  fly 
The  fcholar's  pitch,  (the  fcholar  bett  knows  why) 
With  all  the  firaple  and  unletter'd  poor, 
Admire  his  learning,  and  almoft  adore. 
Whoever  errs,  the  prieft  can  ne'er  be  wrong, 
With  fuch  fine  words  familiar  to  his  tongue. 

Ye  ladies!  (for,  indifF 'rent  in  your  cauie, 
I  mould  deferve  to  forfeit  all  applaufe) 
Whatever  fhocks,  or  gives. the  lean:  offence 
To  virtue,  delicacy,  truth,  or  fenfe, 
(Try  the  criterion,  'tis  a  faithful  guide) 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have,  fcripture  on  its  fide. 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares, 
Or  fancy's  fondnefs  for  the  child  the  bears. 
Committed  once  into  the  public  arms, 
The  baby  feems  to  fmile  with  added  charms . 
Like  fomething  precious  ventured  far  from  more, 
Tis  valued  for  the  danger's  fake  the  more. 
He  views  it  with  complacency  fupreme, 
Solicits  kind  attention  to  his  dream  ; 
And  daily,  more  enaraour'd  of  the  cheat, 
Kneels,  and  alks  heav'n  to  blefs  the  dear  deceit. 
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So  one,  whofe  ftory  ferves  at  leaft  to  fhow 
Men  lov'd  their  own  produ£lions  long  ago, 
Woo'd  an  unfeeling  ftatue  for  his  wife, 
Nor  refted  till  the  gods  had  given  it  life. 
If  fome  mere  driv'ler  fuck  the  fugar'd  fib, 
One  that  ftill  needs  his  leading-firing  and  bib, 
And  praife  his  genius,  he  is  foon  repaid 
In  praife  applied  to  the  fame  part — his  head. 
For  'tis  a  rule,  that  holds  for  ever  true, 
Grant  me  difcernment,  and  I  grant  it  you. 

Patient  of  contradiction,  as  a  child 
Affable,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild ; 
Such  was  fir  Ifaac,  and  fuch  Boyle  and  Locke ' 
-Your  blund'rer  is  as  ilurdy  as  a  rock. 
The  creature  is  fo  fure  to  kick  and  bite, 
A  muleteer's  the  man  to  fet  him  right. 
Firft  appetite  enlifts  him  truth's  fworu  foe, 
Then  obftinate  felf-will  confirms  him  fo. 
Tell  him  he  wanders  ;  that  his  error  leads 
To  fatal  ills;  that,  though  the  path  he  treads 
Be  flow'ry,  and  he  fee  no  caufe  of  fear, 
Death  and  the  pains  of  hell  attend  him  there ; 
In  vain  j  the  flave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 
He  lias  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  fide. 
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His  ftill  refuted  quirks  he  ftill  repeats ; 
New-rais'd  objections  with  new  quibbles  meets  j 
Till,  finking  in  the  quickfand  he  defends, 
He  dies  difputing,  and  the  conteft  ends — 
But  not  the  mifchiefs ;  they,  ftill  left  behind, 
Like  thiftle-feeds,  are  fown  by  ev'ry  wind. 

Thus  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingenious  fkill ; 
Bend  the  ftraight  rule  to  their  own  crooked  will ; 
And,  with  a  clear  and  fhining  lamp  fupplied, 
Firft  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  guide. 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  fize ; 
One  leg  by  truth  fupported,  one  by  lies  j 
They  fidle  to  the  goal  with  awkward  pace, 
Secure  of  nothing — but  to  lofe  the  race. 

Faults  in  the  life  breed  errors  in  the  brain ; 
And  thefe,  reciprocally,  thofe  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
And  ftarap  their  image  in  each  other's  mint : 
Each,  fire  and  dam  of  an  infernal  race, 
Begetting  and  conceiving  all  that's  bafe. 

None  fends  his  arrow  to  the  nark  in  view, 
\Vhofe  hand  is  feeble,  or  his  ai  u  untrue. 
For  though,  ere  yet  the  ihaft  is  on  the  wing, 
Or  when  it  firft  fprfakes  th'  elailic  ftring, 
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It  err  but  little  from  th'  intended  line, 
It  falls  at  laft  far  wide  of  his  defign  : 
So  he,  who  feeks  a  manfion  in  the  Iky, 
Mull  watch  his  purpofe  with  a  itedfaft  eye  j 
That  prize  belongs  to  none  but  the  lincere, 
The  leaft  obliquity  is  fatal  here. 

With  caution  tafte  the  fweet  Circean  cup  : 
He  that  fips  often,  at  laft  drinks  it  up. 
Habits  are  foon  afium'd ;  but,  when  we  ftrive 
To  ftrip  them  off,  'tis  being  flay'd  alive. 
Call'd  to  the  temple  of  impure  delight, 
He  that  abftains,  and  he  alone,  does  right. 
If  a  with  wander  that  way,  call  it  home ; 
He  cannot  long  be  fafe  whofe  wiihes  roam. 
But,  if  you  pafs  the  threfhold,  you  are  caught  j 
Die  then,  if  pow'r  Almighty  fave  you  not. 
There,  hard'ning  by  degrees,  till  doable  fteel'd, 
Take  leave  of  nature's  God,  and  God  reveal'd } 
Then  laugh  at  all  you  trembled  at  before ; 
And,  joining  the  free-thinkers  brutal  roar, 
Swallow  the  two  grand  noftrums  they  difpenfe- 
That  fcriptuve  lies,  and  blafphemy  is  fenle. 
If  clemency  revolted  by  abule 
Be  damnable,  then  damn'd  without  excufe. 
8 
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Some  dream  that  they  can  filencewhen  they  will 
The  ftorm  of  paffion,  and  fay,  Peace,  beftill; 
Bat  "  Thus  far  and  no  farther?  when  addrefs'd 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wilder  human  breaft, 
Implies  authority  that  never  can, 
That  never  ought  to  be  the  lot  of  man. 

But,  mufe,  forbear;  long  flights  forebode  a  fall  j 
Strike  on  the  deep-ton'd  chord  the  fum  of  all. 

Hear  the  juft  law — the  judgment  of  the  ikies ! 
He  that  hates  truth  ihall  be  the  dupe  of  lies : 
And  he  that  ivtll  be  cheated  to  the  laft. 
Delufions,  ftrong  as  hell,  fhall  bind  him  faft. 
But,  if  the  wand'rer  his  miftake  difcern, 
Judge  his  own  ways,  and  figh  for  a  return, 
Bewilder'd  once,  muft  he  bewail  his  lofs 
For  ever  and  for  ever  ?  No — the  crofs  ! 
There,  and  there  only  (though  the  deift  rave, 
And  atheift,  if  earth  bear  fo  bafe  a  flave); 
There,  and  there  only,  is  the  pow'r  to  fave. 
There  no  delufive  hope  invites  defpair; 
No  mock'ry  meets  you,  no  deception,  there. 
The  fpells  and  charms,  that  blinded  you  before, 
All  vanifli  there,  and  fafcinate  no  more. 
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I  am  no  preacher,  let  this  hint  fuffice— 
The  crofs,  once  feen,  is  death  to  ev'ry  vice : 
Elfe  he  that  hung  there  fuffer'd  all  his  pain, 
Bled,  groan'd,  and  agoniz'd,  and  died,  in  vain. 


TRUTH. 


Penfantur  irutlna.         HOR.  Lib.  II.  Epift.  1. 

MAN,  on  the  dubious  waves  of  error  tofs'd, 
His  fhip  half  founder'd,  and  his  compafs  loft, 
Sees,  far  as  human  optics  may  command, 
A  fleeping  fog,  and  fancies  it  dry  land : 
Spreads  all  his  canvafs,  ev'ry  finew  plies  5 
Pants  for't,  aims  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies ! 
Then  farewell  all  felf-fatisfying  fchemes, 
His  well-built  fyftems,  philofophic  dreams  j 
Deceitful  views  of  future  blifs,  farewell ! 
He  reads  his  fentence  at  the  flames  of  hell. 
Hard  lot  of  man — to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  lofe  it !  Wherefore  hard  ?— 
He  that  would  win  the  race  muft  guide  his  horfe 
Obedient  to  the  cuftoms  of  the  courfe  j 
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Elfe,  though  unequall'd  to  the  goal  he  flies, 
A  meaner  than  himfelf  fliall  gain  the  prize. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way :  if  you  choofe  the  wrong, 
Take  it,  and  perifli ;  but  reftrain  your  tongue. 
Charge  not,  with  light  fufficient,  and  left  free, 
Your  wilful  fnicide  on  God's  decree. 

Oh  how  unlike  the  complex  works  of  man, 
Heav'n's  eafy,  artlefs,  uuincumber'd,  plan  ! 
No  meretricious  graces  to  beguile, 
No  cluft'ring  ornaments  to  clog  the  pile; 
From  oftentation,  as  from  weaknefs,  free, 
It  ftands  like  the  cerulean  arch  we  fee, 
Majeftic  in  its  own  fimplicity. 
Infcrib'd  above  the  portal,  from  afar 
Confpicuous  as  the  brightnefs  of  a  ftar, 
Legible  only  by  the  light  they  give, 
Stand  the  foul-quick'ning  words — BELIEVE,  AND 

LIVE  ! 

Too  many,fiiock'datwhat  mould  charm  them  moft, 

Defpife  the  plain  direction,  and  are  loft. 

Heav'n  on  fuch  terms !  (they  cry,with  proud  difdain) 

Incredible,  impoffible,  and  vain  ! — 

Rebel,  becaufe  'tis  eafy  to  obey; 

And  fcorn,  for  its  own  fake,  the  gracious  way. 
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Thefe  are  the  fober,  in  whole  pooler  brains 
Some  thought  of  immortality  remains  j 
The  reft,  too  bufy,  or  too  gay,  to  wait 
On  the  fad  theme,  their  everlafting  ftate, 
Sport  for  a  day,  and  perifh  in  a  night  ; 
The  foam  upon  the  waters  not  fo  light. 

Who  judg'd  the  pharifee  ?  What  odious  caufe 
Expos'd  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  ? 
Had  he  feduc'd  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend, 
Or  ftabb'd  a  man  to  ferve  fome  private  end  ? 
Was  blaiphemy  his  fin  ?  Or  did  he  ftray 
From  the  uriti  duties  of  the  facred  day? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  caroufing  board? 
(Such  were  the  fins  with  which  hecharg'd  his  Lord.) 
No  —  the  man's  morals  were  exact.     What  then  ?«, 
Twas  his  ambition  to  be  feen  of  men  j 
His  virtues  were  his  pride  ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  his  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price  j 
Me  wore  them,  as  fine  trappings,  for  a  fliowj 
A  praying,  fynagogue.frequenting,  beau. 

The  felf-applauding  bird,  the  peacock,  fee  — 
Mark  what  a  fumptuous  pharifes  is  he  ! 
Meridian  fun  -beams  tempt  him  to  unfold 
His  radiant  glories  5  azure,  green,  and  gold  : 

VOL.   I.  F 
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He  treads  as  if,  fome  folemn-  mufic  near, 
His  meaiur'd  ftep  were  govern'd  by  his  ear ; 
And  feems  to  fay— Ye  meaner  fowl,  give  place  3 
I  am  all  fplendour,  dignity,  and  grace ! 

Not  fo  the  pheafant  on  his  charms  prefumes ; 
Though  he,  too,  has  a  glory  in  his  plumes. 
He,  chriftian  like,  retreats  with  modeft  mien 
To  the  clofe  copfe,  or  far-fequefter'd  green, 
And  fhines,  without  defiring  to  be  feen. 
The  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain, 
Heav'n  turns  from  with  abhorrence  and  difdain: 
Not  more  affronted  by  avow'd  negle6t, 
Than  by  the  mere  diffembler's  feign'd  refpe£t. 
What  is  all  righteoufnefs  that  men  devife  ? 
"What — but  a  fordid  bargain  for  the  fkies? 
But  Chrift  as  foon  would  abdicate  his  own, 
As  ftoop  from  heav'n  to  fell  the  proud  a  throne. 
His  dwelling  a  recefs  in  fome  rude  rockj 

Book,  beads,  and  maple-difh,  his  meagre  Hock ; 

In  ftiirt  of  hair  and  weeds  of  canvafs  drefs'd, 

Girt  with  a  bell-rope  that  the  pope  has  blefs'd ; 

Aduft  with  ftripes,  told  out  for  ev'ry  crime, 

And  fore  tormented,  long  before  his  time; 

His  pray'r  preferr'd  to  faints  that  cannot  aid ; 

His  praife  poftpon'd,  and  never  to  be  paid; 
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See  the  fage  hermit,  by  mankind  admir'd, 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  infpir'd, 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim, 
Till  his  religious  whimfy  wears  out  him. 
His  works,  his  abftinence,  his  zeal,  allow'd, 
You  think  him  humble — God  accounts  him  proud. 
High  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence, 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  fenfe — 
My  penitential  ftripes,  my  ftreaming  blood, 
Have  purchas'd  heav'n,  and  prove  my  title  good. 

Turn  eaftward  now,  and  fancy  fliall  apply- 
To  your  weak  fight  her  telefcopic  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  his  own  bare  head 
The  facred  fire — felf-torturing  his  trade ! 
His  voluntary  pains,  fevere  and  long, 
Would  give  a  barb'rous  air  to  Britifh  fong; 
No  grand  inquifitor  could  worfe  invent, 
Than  he  contrives,  to  fuflfer,  well  content. 

Which  is  the  faintlier  worthy  of  the  two  ? 
Pad  all  difpute,  yon  anchorite  fay  you. 
Your  fentence  and  mine  differ.     What's  a  name  ? 
I  fay  the  bramin  has  the  fairer  claim. 
If  fuff'rings,  fcripture  no  where  recommends, 
Devis'd  by  felf,  to  anfwer  felfifli  ends, 
F  2 
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Give  faintfhip,  then  all  Europe  muft  agree 
Ten  ftarvling  hermits  fuffer  lefs  than  he. 

The  truth  is  (if  the  truth  may  fuit  your  ear, 
And  prejudice  have  left  a  paflage  clear) 
Pride  has  attain'd  its  moft  luxuriant  growth, 
And  poifon'd  ev'ry  virtue  in  them  both. 
Pride  may  be  pamper'd  while  the  fleili  grows  lean . 
Humility  may  clothe  an  Englifh  dean  ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper's — his,  confefs'd  by  all — 
Though  plac'd  in  golden  Durham's  fecond  flail. 
Not  all  the  plenty  of  a  bifliop's  board, 
His  palace,  and  his  lacqueys,  and  "  My  Lord," 
More  nourifli  pride,  that  condefcending  vice, 
Than  abftinence,  and  beggary,  and  lice  j 
It  thrives  in  mis'ry,  and  abundant  grows; 
In  mis'ry  fools  upon  themfelves  impofe. 

But  why  before  us  proteftants  produce 
An  Indian  myftic,  or  a  French  reclufe  ? 
Their  fin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  fear, 
Reform'd,  and  well  inftruded  ?  You  fliall  hear. 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whofe  wither'd  features  fhow 
She  might  be  young  fome  forty  years  ago, 
Her  elbows  pinion'd  clofe  upon  her  hips, 
Her  head  erecl,  her  fan  upon  her  lips, 
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Her  eye -brows  arch'd,  her  eyes  botk  gone  aftray 
To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  play, 
With  bony  and  unkerchie.f  d  neck,  defies 
The  rude  inclemency  of  wintry  Ikies, 
And  fails,  with  lappet-head  and  mincing  airs, 
Duly,  at  clink  of  bell,  to  morning  pray'rs. 
To  thrift  and  parfimony  much  inclin'd,  • 
She  yet  allows  herfelf  that  boy  behind. 
The  Ihiv'ring  urchin,  bending  as  he  goes, 
With  ilip  mod  heels,  and  dew-drop  at  his  nofe  j 
His  predecellbr's  coat  advanc'd  to  wear, 
Which  future  pages  yet  are  doom'd  to  lliarej 
Carries  her  bible,  tuck'd  beneath  his  arm, 
And  hides  his  hands,  to  keep  his  fingers  warm. 

She,  half  an  angel  in  her  own  account, 
Doubts  not  hereafter  with  the  faints  to  mount, 
Though  not  a  grace  appears,  on  ftri&eft  fearch, 
But  that  (he  fafts,  and,  item,  goes  to  church. 
Confcious  of  age,  flie  recolleiSts  her  youth, 
And  tells,  not  always  with  an  eye  to  truth, 
Who  fpann'd  her  wai  ft,  and  who,  where'er  he  came; 
Scrawl'd  upon  glafs  mils  Bridget'.;  lovely  name; 
Who  ftole  her  llipper,  fill'd  it  with  tokay, 
And  drank  the  little  bumper  ev'ry  day. 
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Of  temper  as  envenom'd  as  an  afp  j 

Censorious,  and  her  ev'ry  word  a  wafp  ; 

In  faithful  rnem'ry  fhe  records  the  crimes, 

Or  real,  or  fi&itious,  of  the  times ; 

Laughs  at  the  reputations  Ihe  has  torn, 

And  holds  them,  dangling  at  arms  length,  in  fcorn. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  fan6limonious  pride, 
Of  malice  fed  while  flefh  is  mortified  : 
Take,  Madam,  the  reward  of  ail  your  pray'rs, 
Where  hermitsaud  where  bramins  meet  with  theirs; 
Your  portion  is  with  them.— Nay,  never  frown 3 
But,  if  you  pleafe,  fome  fathoms  lower  down. 

Artift,  attend  !  your  brumes  and  your  paint — 
Produce  them — take  a  chair — now  draw  a  faint. 
Oh,  forrowful  and  fad  \  the  ftreaming  tears 
Channel  her  cheeks — a  Niobe  appears  ! 
Is  this  a  faint  ?  Throw  tints  and  all  away — 
True  piety  is  cheerful  as  the  day; 
Will  weep,  indeed,  and  heave  a  pitying  groan, 
For  others'  woes,  but  fmiles  upon  her  own. 

What  purpofe  has  the  King  of  faints  in  view? 
Why  falls  the  gofpel  like  a  gracious  dew  ? 
To  call  up  plenty  from  the  teeming  earth, 
Or  curfe  the  defert  with  a  tenfold  dearth  ? 
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Is  it  that  Adam's  offspring  may  be  fav'd 
From  fervile  fear,  or  be  the  more  enflav'd  ? 
To  loofe  the  links  that  gall'd  mankind  before, 
Or  bind  them  fader  on,  and  add  Hill  more  ? 
The  freeborn  Chriftian  has  no  chains  to  prove ; 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love  : 
No. fear  attends  to  quench  his  glowing  fires, 
What  fear  he  feels  his  gratitude  infpires. 
Shall  he  for  fuch  deliv'rarice,  freely  wrought, 
Recompenfe  ill  ?  He  trembles  at  the  thought. 
His  matter's  int'reft  and  his  own,  combin'd, 
Prompt  cv'ry  movement  of  his  heart  and  mind  : 
Thought,  word,  and  deed,  his  liberty  evince  5 
His  freedom  is  the  freedom  of  a  prince. 
Man's  obligation's  infinite,  of  courfe 
His  life  Ihould  prove  that  he  perceives  their  force: 
His  utmoft  he  can  render  is  but  fmall — 
The  principle  and  motive  all  in  all. 
You  have  two  fervants — Tom,  an  arch,  lly  rogue, 
From  top  to  toe  the  geta  now  in  vogue, 
Genteel  in  figure,  eafy  in  addrefs, 
Moves  without  noife,  and  fwiff  as  an  exprefs, 
Reports  a  meifage  with  a  pleafing  grace, 
Expert  in  all  the  duties  of  his  place : 
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Say,  on  what  hinge  does  his  obedience  move  ? 

Has  he  a  world  of  gratitude  and  love  ? 

No,  not  a  fpark — 'tis  all  mere  {harper's  play; 

He  likes  your  houfe,  your  houfemaid,and  your  pay ; 

.Reduce  his  wages,  or  get  rid  of  her, 

Tom  quits  you,  with — Your  mcft  obedient,  Sir. 

The  dinner  ferv'd,  Charles  takes  his  ufual  ftand, 
Watches  your  eye,  anticipates  command ; 
Sighs,  if  perhaps  your  appetite  fliould  fail  j 
And,  if  he  but  fufpe6ts  a  frown,  turns  pale  j 
Coniults  all  clay  your  int'reft  and  your  eafe, 
Kichly  rewarded  if  he  can  b'nt  pleafe; 
And,  proud  to  make  his  firm  attachment  known, 
To  fave  your  life  would  nobly  riik  his  own. 

Now  which    flands  higheft    in    your    ferious 

thought  ? 

Charles,  without  doubt,  fay  you — and  fo  he  ought ; 
Oue  aft,  that  from  a  thankful  heart  proceeds, 
Excels  ten  thoufand  mercenary  deeds. 

Thus  heav'n  approves,  as  honeft  and  fincere. 
The  work  of  gen'rous  love  and  filial  fear; 
But,  with  averted  eyes,  th'  omnifcient  Judge 
Scorns  the  bale  hireling,  and  the  flavifb.  drudge. 
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Where  dwell  thefe  matchlefs  faints  ?— old  Curio 

cries. 

Ev'n  at  your  fide,  Sir,  and  before  your  eyes, 
The  favour'd  few — th'  enthufiafts  you  defpife. 
And,  pleas'd  at  heart,  becaufe  on  holy  ground 
Sometimes  a  canting  hypocrite  is  found, 
Reproach  a  people  with  his  fmgle  fall, 
And  caft  his  filthy  raiment  at  them  all. 
Attend  ! — an  apt  fimilitude  fhall  ihow 
Whence  fprings  the  conduct  that  offends  you  fo. 

See  where  it  fmokes  along  the  founding  plain, 
Blown  all  aflant,  a  driving,  darning  rain, 
Peal  upon  peal  redoubling  all  around, 
Shakes  it  again,  and  fafter,  to  the  ground  j 
Now  flaming  wide,  now  glancing  as  in  play, 
Swift  beyond  thought  the  lightnings  dart  away. 
Ere  yet  it  came  the  trav'ler  urg'd  his  fleed, 
And  hurried,  but  with  unfuccefsful  fpeed; 
Now,  drench'd  throughout,and  h.->pelefs  of  his  cafe, 
He  drops  the  rein,  and  leaves  him  to  his  pace. 
Suppofe,  unlook'd  for  in  a  fcene  fo  rude, 
Long  hid  by  interpofmg  hill  or  wood, 
Some  manlion,  neat  and  elegantly  drefs'd, 
By  fome  kind  hofyitable  heart  poilefs'd, 
Ofler  him  warmth,  fecurity,  and  reft 5 
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Think  with  what  pleafure,  fafe,  and  at  his  eafe, 
He  hears  the  tempeft  howling  in  the  trees ; 
What  glowing  thanks  his  lips  and  heart  employ, 
While  danger  paft  is  turn'd  to  prefent  joy. 
So  fares  it  with  the  finner,  when  he  feels 
A  growing  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heels : 
His  conference,  like  a  glafly  lake  before, 
Lafh'd  into  foaming  waves,  begins  to  roar  j 
The  law,  grown  clamorous,  though  filent  long, 
Arraigns  him — charges  him  with  ev'ry  wrong — 
Afferts  the  rights  of  his  offended  Lord ; 
And  death,  or  restitution,  is  the  word  : 
The  laft  impoffible,  he  fears  the  firft, 
And,  having  well  deferv'd,  expects  the  worft. 
Then  welcome  refuge,  and  a  peaceful  home  ; 
Oh  for  a  fhelter  from  the  wrath  to  come  ! 
Crum  ma,  ye  rocks ;  ye  falling  mountains,  hide 
Or  bury  me  in  ocean's  angry  tide. — 
The  fcrutiny  of  thofe  all-feeing  eyes 
I  dare  not — And  you  need  not,  God  replies ; 
The  remedy  you  want  I  freely  give  : 
The  book  fliall  teach  you — read,  believe,  and  live? 
'Tis  done — the  raging  ftorm  is  heard  no  more, 
Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  fliore  ; 
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And  Juftice,  guardian  of  the  dread  command, 
Drops  the  red  vengeance  from  his  willing  hand. 
A  foul  redeem'd  demands  a  life  of  praife ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days. 
Hence  a  demeanour  holy  and  unfpeck'd, 
And  the  world's  hatred,  as  its  fure  effect. 

Some  lead  a  life  unblarneable  and  jult, 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  unfhaken  truft : 
They  never  fin — or,  if  (as  all  offend) 
Some  trivial  flips  their  daily  walk  attend, 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  is  fmall, 
A  flight  gratuity  atones  for  all ! 
For,  though  the  pope  has  loft  his  int'reft  here, 
And  pardons  are  not  fold  as  once  they  were, 
No  papift  more  defirous  to  compound, 
Than  fome  grave  finners  upon  Englifh  ground. 
That  plea  refuted,  other  quirks  they  leek — 
Mercy  is  infinite,  and  man  is  weak ; 
The  future  fhall  obliterate  the  paft, 
And  heav'n,  no  doubt,  fhall  be  their  home  at  laft. 

Come,  then — a  (till,  fmall  whifper  in  your  ear — 
He  has  no  hope  who  never  had  a  fear; 
And  he  that  never  doubted  of  his  ftate, 
He  may,  perhaps — perhaps  he  may — too  late. 


76  TRUTH. 

The  path  to  blifs  abounds  with  many  a  fnare  ; 
Learning  is  one,  and  wit,  however  rare. 
The  Frenchman,  firft  in  literary  fame, 
(Mention  him,  if  you  pleafe.     Voltaire  ? — The 

fame.) 

With  fpirit,  genius,  eloquence,  fupplied, 
Liv'd  long,  wrote  much,  laugh'd  heartily,  and  died. 
The  fcripture  was  his  jeft-book,  whence  he  drew 
Eon  mots  to  gall  the  Chriftian  and  the  Jew. 
An  infidel  in  health,  but  what  when  lick  ? 
Oh — then  a  text  would  touch  him  at  the  quick. 
View  him  at  Paris,  in  his  latt  career : 
Surrounding  throngs  the  demi-god  revere ; 
Exalted  on  his  pedetfal  of  pride, 
And  fum'd  with  frankincenfe  on  ev'ry  fide, 
He  begs  their  flatt'ry  with  his  lateft  breath  ; 
And,  fmother'd  in't  at  laft,  is  prais'd  to  death  ! 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door, 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  ftore ; 
Content,  though  mean  ;  and  cheerful,  if  not  gay; 
Shuffling  her  threads  about  the  live-long  day, 
Juil  earns  a  fcanty  pittance ;  and  at  night 
Lies  down  fecure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light : 
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She,  for  her  humble  fphere  by  nature  fit, 
Has  little  underftanding,  and  no  wit, 
Receives  no  praifej  but  though  her  lot  be  fuch, 
(Toilfome  and  indigent)  (lie  renders  much ; 
Juft  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  true— 
A  truth  the  brilliant  Frenchman  never  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads,  with  fparkling  eyes, 
Her  title  to  a  treafure  in  the  ikies. 

Oh,  happy  peafanti    Oh,  unhappy  bard  ! 
His  the  mere  tinfel,  her's  the  rich  reward ; 
He  prais'd,  perhaps,  for  ages  yet  to  come  j 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  home  j 
He,  loft  in  errors,  his  vain  heart  prefers  j 
She,  fafe  in  the  fimplicity  of  her's. 

Not  many  wife,  rich,  noble,  or  profound 
In  fcience,  win  one  inch  of  heav'nly  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifying  thought 
The  poor  fliould  gain  it,  and  the  rich  fhould  not  ? 
No — the  volupt'aries,  who  ne'er  forget 
One  pleafure  loft,  lofe  heav'n  without  regret; 
Regret  would  roufe  them,  and  give  birth  to  pray'r ; 
Pray'r  would  add  faith,  and  faith  would  fix  them 
there. 
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Not  that  the  Former  of  us  all  in  this, 
Or  aught  he  does,  is  govern'd  by  caprice ; 
The  fuppofition  is  replete  with  fin, 
And  bears  the  brand  of  blafphemy  burnt  in. 
Not  fo — the  filver  trumpets  heav'nly  call 
Sounds  for  the  poor,  but  founds  alike  for  all : 
Kings  are  invited ;  and,  would  kings  obey, 
No  Haves  on  earth  more  welcome  were  than  they : 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  (late, 
Are  fuch  a  dead  preponderating  weight, 
That  endlefs  blifs,  (how  ftrange  foe'er  it  feem) 
In  counterpoife,  flies  up  and  kicks  the  beam. 
'Tis  open,  and  ye  cannot  enter — why  ? 
Becaufe  ye  will  not,  Conyers  would  reply — 
And  he  fays  much  that  many  may  difpute 
And  cavil  at  with  eafe,  but  none  refute. 
Oh,  blefs'd  effect  of  penury  and  want, 
The  feed  fown  there,  how  vig'rous  is  the  plant! 
No  foil  like  poverty  for  growth  divine, 
As  leaneft  land  fupplies  the  richeft  wine. 
Earth  gives  too  little,  giving  only  bread, 
To  nourifh  pride,  or  turn  the  weakeft  head : 
To  them  the  founding  jargon  of  the  fchools 
Seems  what  it  is — a  cap  and  bells  for  fools : 
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The  light  they  walk  by,  kindled  from  above, 
Shows  them  the  fhorteft  way  to  life  arid  love: 
They,  ftrangers  to  the  controversial  field, 
Where  deifts,  always  foil'd,  yet  fcorn  to  yield, 
And  never  check'd  by  what  impedes  the  wife, 
Believe,  rum  forward,  and  poffefs  the  prize. 

Envy,  ye  great,  the  dull  unletter'd  fraall : 
Ye  have  much  caufe  for  envy — but  not  all. 
We  boaft  fome  rich  ones  whom  the  gofpel  fvvays; 
And  one  who  wears  a  coronet,  and  prays; 
Like  gleanings  of  an  olive-tree,  they  (how 
Here  and  there  one  upon  the  topmoft  bough. 

How  readily,  upon  the  gofpel  plan, 
That  queftion  has  its  anfwer — What  is  man  ? 
Sinful  and  weak,  in  ev'ry  feiife  a  wretch ; 
An  inftrument,  whofe  chords,  upon  the  ilretch, 
And  ftrain'd  to  the  la  ft  fcrew  that  he  can  bear, 
Yield  only  difcord  in  his  Maker's  ear : 
Once  the  bleft  refidence  of  truth  divine, 
Glorious  as  Solyma's  interior  fhrine, 
Where,  in  his  own  oracular  abode, 
Dwelt  vifibly  the  light-creating  God; 
But  made  long  fince,  like  Babylon  of  old, 
A  den  of  mifchiefs  never  to  be  told  : 
8 
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And  (he,  once  miftrefs  of  the  realms  around, 
Now  fcatter'd  wide,  and  no  where  to  be  found, 
As  foon  ihall  rife  and  reafcend  the  throne, 
By  native  pow'r  and  energy  her  own, 
As  nature,  at  her  own  peculiar  coft, 
Reftore  to  man  the  glories  he  has  loft. 
Go — bid  the  winter  ceafe  to  chill  the  year ; 
Replace  the  wand'ring  comet  in  his  fphere  ; 
Then  boall  (but  wait  for  that  unhop'd  for  hour) 
The  felf-reftoring  arm  of  human  pow'r. 
But  what  is  man  in  his  own  proud  efteem  ? 
Hear  him — himfelf  the  poet  and  the  theme : 
A  monarch,  cloth'd  with  majefty  and  awe ; 
His  mind  his  kingdom,  and  his  will  his  law; 
Grace  in  his  mien,  and  glory  in  his  eyes, 
Supreme  on  earth,  and  worthy  of  the  Ikies, 
Strength  in  his  heart,  dominion  in  his  nod, 
And,  thunderbolts  excepted,  quite  a  God  ! 

So  fings  he,charm'dwith  his  own  mind  and  form, 
The  long  magnificent — the  theme  a  worm  ! 
Himfelf  fo  much  the  fource  of  his  delight, 
His  Maker  has  no  beauty  in  his  light. 
See  where  he  fits,  contemplative  and  fix'd, 
Pleafure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mix'd ; 
7 
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His  paflions  tam'd,  and  all  at  his  controul, 
How  perfed  the  compofure  of  his  foul ! 
Complacency  has  breath'd  a  gentle  gale 
O'er  all  his  thoughts,  and  fvvell'd  his  eafy  fail : 
His  books  well  trimm'd,  and  in  the  gayeft  llyle, 
Like  regimented  coxcombs,  rank  and  file, 
Adorn  his  intellects  as  well  as  (helves, 
And  teach  him  notions  fplendid  as  themfelves : 
The  Bible  only  ftands  neglected  there — 
Though  that  of  all  moft  worthy  of  his  care  5 
And,  like  an  infant,  troublefome  awake, 
Is  left  to  fleep,  for  peace  and  quiet  fake. 

What  (hall  the  man  deferve  of  human  kind, 
Whole  happy  (kill  and  induftry,  combin'd, 
Shall  prove  (what  argument  could  never  yet) 
The  Bible  an  impofture  and  a  cheat  ? 
The  praifes  of  the  libertine,  profels'd 
The  worft  of  men,  and  curfes  of  the  belt. 
Where  (hould  the  living,  weeping  o'er  his  woes; 
The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awful  clofe ; 
Where  the  betray'd,  forfaken,  and  opprefs'd, 
The  thoufands  whom  the  world  forbids  to  reft ; 
Where  fhould  they  find,  (thofe  comforts  at  an  end 
The  fcripture  yields)  or  hope  to  find,  a  friend  ? 

VOL.  i.  G 
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Sorrow  might  mufe  herfelf  to  madnefs  then  j 

And,  feeking  exile  from  the  fight  of  men, 

Bury  herfelf  in  folitude  profound, 

Grow  frantic  with  her  pangs,  and  bite  the  ground. 

Thus  often  unbelief,  grown  fick  of  life, 

Flies  to  the  tempting  pool,  or  felon  knife. 

The  jury  meet,  the  coroner  is  fhort, 

And  lunacy  the  verdift  of  the  court* 

Reverfe  the  fentence,  let  the  truth  be  known, 

Such  lunacy  is  ignorance  alone. 

They  knew  not,  what  fome  billiops  may  not  know, 

That  fcripture  is  the  only  cure  of  woe. 

That  field  of  promife,  how  it  flings  abroad 

Its  odour  o'er  the  Chriftian's  thorny  road ! 

The  foul,  repofing  on  atfur'd  relief, 

Feels  herfelf  happy  amidft  all  her  grief, 

Forgets  her  labour  as  me  toils  along, 

Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  burfts  into  a  fong. 

But  the  fame  word,  that,  like  the  poliili'd  lhare, 
Ploughs  up  the  roots  of  a  believer's  care, 
Kills,  too,  the  flow'ry  weeds,  where'er  they  grow, 
That  bind  the  finner's  Bacchanalian  brow. 
Oh,  that  unwelcome  voice  of  heav'nly  love, 
Sad  ineflenger  of  mercy  from  above  I 
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How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thanklefs  ear, 

Crippling  his  pleafures  with  the  cramp  of  fear  ! 

His  will  and  judgment  at  continual  ftfife, 

That  civil  war  imbitters  all  his  life  : 

In  vain  he  points  his  pow'rs  againft  the  Ikies, 

In  vain  he  doles  or  averts  his  eyes, 

Truth  will  intrude — (lie  bids  him  yet  beware  j 

And  {hakes  the  fceptic  in  the  fcorner's  chair. 

Though  various  foes  againft  the  truth  combine, 
Pride  above  all  oppofes  her  defign  ; 
Pride,  of  a  growth  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
The  fubtleft  ferpent,  with  the  loftieft  creft, 
Swells  at  the  thought,  and,  kindling  into  rage, 
Would  hifs  the  cherub  mercy  from  the  ftage. 

And  is  the  foul,  indeed,  fo  loft  ? — (he  cries  j 
Fall'n  from  her  glory,  and  too  weak  to  rife  ? 
Torpid  and  dull,  beneath  a  frozen  zone, 
Has  fhe  no  fpark  that  may  be  doom'd  her  own  ? 
Grant  her  indebted  to  what  zealots  call 
Grace  undeferv'd — yet,  furely,  not  for  all  1 
Some  beams  of  rectitude  ihe  yet  difplays, 
Some  love  of  virtue,  and  fome  pow'r  to  praife ; 
Can  lift  herfelf  above  corporeal  things, 
And,  ibaring  on  her  own  unborrow'd  wings, 
G  2 
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Poffefs  herfelf  of  all  that's  good  or  true, 
Aflert  the  Ikies,  and  vindicate  her  due. 
Pall  indifcretion  is  a  venial  crime ; 
And,  if  the  youth,  unmellow'd  yet  by  time, 
Bore  on  his  branch,  luxuriant  then  and  rude, 
Fruits  of  a  blighted  fize,  auftere  and  crude, 
Maturer  years  fliall  happier  ftores  produce, 
And  meliorate  the  well  concotled  juice. 
Then,  confcious  of  her  meritorious  zeal, 
To  jnftice  (he  may  make  her  bold  appeal  j 
And  leave  to  mercy,  with  a  tranquil  mind, 
The  worthlefs  and  unfruitful  of  mankind. 
Hear,  then,  how  mercy,  flighted  and  defied, 
Retorts  th'  affront  againft  the  crown  of  pride. 

Perith  the  virtue,  as  it  ought,  abhorr'd, 
And  the  fool  with  it,  who  infults  his  Lord.. 
Th'  atonement  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wrought 
Is  not  for  you — the  righteous  need  it  not. 
Seeft  thou  yon  harlot,  wooing  all  fhe  meets, 
The  worn-out  nuifance  of  the  public  ftreets; 
Herfelf,  from  morn  to  night,  from  night  to  morn, 
Her  own  abhorrence,  and  as  much  your  fcorn  ! 
The  gracious  fhow'r,  unlimited  and  free, 
Shall  fall  on  her,  when  heav'n  denies  it  thec. 
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Of  all  that  wifdom  didates,  this  the  drift — 
That  man  is  dead  in  fin,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  virtue,  then,  unlefs  of  Chriftian  growth, 
Mere  fallacy,  or  foolifhnefs,  or  both  ? 
Ten  thoufand  fages  loft  in  endlefs  woe, 
For  ignorance  of  what  they  could  not  know? 
That  fpeech  betrays  at  once  a  bigot's  tongue — 
Charge  not  a  God  with  iuch  outrageous  wrong  1 
Truly,  not  I — the  partial  light  men  have, 
My  creed  perfuades  me,  well  employed,  may  favej 
While  he  that  fcorns  the  noon-day  beam,  perverfe, 
Shall  find  the  blefiing,  unimprov'd,  a  curfe. 
Let  heathen  worthies,  whofe  exalted  mind 
Left  fenfuality  and  drofs  behind, 
PofTefs,  for  me,  their  undifputed  lot, 
And  take,  unenvied,  the  reward  they  fought. 
But  ftill,  in  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  plea, 
Not  blind  by  choice,  but  deftin'd  not  to  fee. 
There  fortitude  and  wifdom  were  a  flame 
Celeftial,  though  they  knew  not  whence  it  came, 
Deriv'd  from,  the  fame  fource  of  light  and  grace 
That  guides  the  Chriftian  in  his  fwifter  race. 
Their  judge  was  conference,  and  her  rule  their  law: 
That  rule,  purfued  with  rev'rence  and  with  awe, 
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Led  them,  however  falt'ring,  faint,  and  flow, 
From  what  they  knew  to  what  they  wifii'd  to  know. 
But  Jet  not  him  that  (hares  a  brighter  day 
Traduce  the  fplendour  of  a  noon-tide  ray, 
Prefer  the  twilight  of  a  darker  time, 
And  deem  his  bafe  ftupidity  no  crime  ; 
The  wretch,  who  flights  the  bounty  of  the  Ikies, 
And  finks,  while  favour'd  with  the  means  to  rife, 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amount, 
The  good  he  fcorn'd  all  carried  to  account. 

Marihalling  all  his  terrors  as  he  came ; 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  devouring  flame; 
From  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  the  law — 
Life  for  obedience — death  for  ev'ry  flaw. 
When  the  great  Sov'reign  would  his  will  exprefs, 
Pie  gives  a  perfed  rule ;  what  can  he  lefs  ? 
And  guards  it  with  a  fandion  as  fevere 
As  vengeance  can  inflia,  or  finners  fear : 
Elfe  his  own  glorious  rights  he  would  difclaim, 
And  man  might  fafely  trifle  with  his  name. 
He  bids  him  glow  with  unremitting  love 
To  all  on  earth,  and  to  himfelf  above ; 
Condemns  th' injurious  deed,  the  fland'rous  tongue, 
The  thought  that  meditates  a  brother's  wrong : 
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Brings  not  alone  the  more  confpicuous  part—- 
His condud — to  the  tell,  but  tries  his  heart. 

Hark!  univerfal  nature  fliook  and  groan'd, 
Twas  the  laft  trumpet — lee  the  Judge  enthron'd : 
Roufe  all  your  courage  at  your  utmoft  need ; 
Now  Common  ev'ry  virtue — ftand,  and  plead. 
What !  filent  ?  Is  your  boafting  heard  no  more  ? 
That  felf-renouncing  wifdom,  learn'd  before, 
Had  fhed  immortal  glories  on  your  brow, 
That  all  your  virtues  cannot  purchafe  now. 

All  joy  to  the  believer  !  He  can  fpeak — 
Trembling,  yet  happy;  confident,  yet  meek. 

Since  the  dear  hour  that  brought  me  to  thy  foo^ 
And  cut  up  all  my  follies  by  the  root, 
I  never  trufted  in  an  arm  but  thine, 
Nor  hop'd,  but  in  thy  righteoufnefs  divine  : 
My  pray'rs  and  alms,  imperfect,  and  defil'd, 
Were  but  the  feeble  efforts  of  a  child ; 
Howe'er  perform'd,  it  was  their  brighteft  part 
That  they  proceeded  from  a  grateful  heart : 
Cleans'd  in  thine  own  all  purifying  blood, 
Forgive  their  evil,  and  accept  their  good. 
I  caft  them  at  thy  feet — my  only  plea 
Is  what  it  was — dependence  upon  thee : 


While  ftruggling  in  the  vale  of  tears  below, 
That  never  fail'd,  nor  fhall  it  fail  me  now. 

Angelic  gratulations  rend  the  fides  : 
Pride  falls  unpitied,  never  more  to  rife; 
Humility  is  crown'd  j  and  faith  receives  the  prize. 
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Tantane,  tarn  fattens ;  nullo  certamine  tollt 
Dona  fines? 


WHY  weeps  the  mufe  for  England  ?  What  appears 
In  England's  cafe  to  move  the  mufe  to  tears? 
From  fide  to  fide  of  her  delightful  ifle, 
Is  me  not  cloth'd  with  a  perpetual  Imile  ? 
Can  nature  add  a  charm,  or  art  confer 
A  new-found  luxury,  not  feen  in  her? 
Where  under  heav'n  is  pleafure  more  purfued  P 
Or  where  does  cold  reflection  lefs  intrude  ? 
Her  fields  a  rich  expanfe  of  wavy  corn, 
Pour'd  out  from  plenty's  overflowing  horn  j 
Ambrofial  gardens,  in  which  art  fupplies 
The  fervour  and  the  force  of  Indian  Ikies  5 
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Her  peaceful  fhores,  where  bufy  commerce  waits 
To  pour  his  golden  tide  through  all  her  gates  j 
Whom  fiery  funs,  that  fcorch  the  ruflet  fpice 
Of  eaftern  groves,  and  oceans  floor'd  with  ice 
Forbid  in  vain  to  pufli  his  daring  way 
To  darker  climes,  or  climes  of  brighter  day ; 
Whom  the  winds  waft  where'er  the  billows  roll, 
From  the  world's  girdle  to  the  frozen  pole ; 
The  chariots,  bounding  in  her  wheel-worn  ftreetsj 
Her  vaults  below,  where  ev'ry  vintage  meets  5 
Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  fports ; 
The  fcenes  to  which  not  youth  alone  reforts, 
But  age,  in  fpite  of  weaknefs  and  of  pain, 
Still  haunts,  in  hope  to  dream  of  youth  again  ; 
All  fpeak  her  happy :  let  the  mufe  look  round 
From  Eaft  to  Weft,  no  forrow  can  be  found  j 
Or  only  what,  in  cottages  confin'd, 
Sighs  unregarded  to  the  paffing  wind. 
Then  wherefore  weep  for  England  ?  What  appears 
In  England's  cafe  to  move  the  mufe  to  tears  ? 

The  prophet  wept  for  Ifrael ;  wifli'd  his  eyes 
Were  fountains  fed  with  infinite  fupplies : 
For  Ifrael  dealt  in  robbery  and  wrong  ; 
There  were  the  fcorner's  and  thefland'rer's  tongue; 
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Oaths,  us'd  as  playthings  or  convenient  tools, 

As  int'rell  bias'd  knaves,  or  fafhion  fools; 

Adult'ry,  neighing  at  his  neighbour's  door; 

Oppreflion,  labouring  hard  to  grind  the  poor; 

The  partial  balance,  and  deceitful  weight, 

The  treach'rous  fraile,  a  malk  for  fecret  hatej 

Hypocrify,  formality  in  pray'r, 

And  the  dull  fervice  of  the  lip,  were  there. 

Her  women,  infolent  and  felf  carefVd, 

By  vanity's  unwearied  finger  drefs'd, 

Forgot  the  blufh  that  virgin  fears  impart 

To  modeft  cheeks,  and  borrowed  one  from  art ; 

Were  jufl  fuch  trifles,  without  worth  or  ufe, 

As  fill}'  pride  and  idlenefs  produce; 

Curl'd,  fcented,  furbelow'd  and  flounc'd  around, 

With  feet  too  delicate  to  touch  the  ground, 

They  ftretch'd  the  neck,  and  roll'd  the  wanton  eye, 

And  figh'd  for  ev'ry  fool  that  flutter'd  by. 

He  faw  his  people  flaves  to  ev'ry  luft, 
Lewd,  avaricious,  arrogant,  unjuil; 
He  heard  the  wheels  of  an  avenging  God 
Groan  heavily  along  the  diftant  road  j 
Saw  Babylon  fet  wide  her  two-leav'd  brafs 
To  let  the  military  deluge  pafs, 
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Jerufalem  a  prey,  her  glory  foil'd, 

Her  princes  captive,  and  her  treafures  fpoil'd ; 

Wept  till  all  Ifrael  heard  his  bitter  cry  j 

Stamp' d  with  his  foot;  and  fmote  upon  his  thigh: 

But  wept,  and  ftamp'd,  and  fmote  his  thigh,  in 

vain — 

Pleafure  is  deaf  when  told  of  future  pain, 
And  founds  prophetic  are  too  rough  to  fuit 
Ears  long  accuftom'd  to  the  pleafing  lute — 
They  fcorn'd  his  infpiration  and  his  theme ; 
Pronounced  him  frantic,  and  his  fears  a  dream  j 
With  felf-indulgence  wing'd  the  fleeting  hours, 
Till  the  foe  found  them,  and  down  fell  the  tow'rs. 

Long  time  Aflyria  bound  them  in  her  chain  j 
Till  penitence  had  purg'd  the  public  ftain, 
And  Cyrus,  with  relenting  pity  mov'd, 
Eeturn'd  them  happy  to  the  land  they  lov'd  : 
There,  proof  agaiuft  profperity,  awhile 
They  flood  the  teft  of  her  enfnaring  fmile ; 
And  had  the  grace,  in  fcenes  of  peace,  to  (how 
The  virtue  they  had  learn'd  in  fcenes  of  woe. 
But  man  is  frail,  and  can  but  ill  luftain 
A  long  immunity  from  grief  and  pairi  j 
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And,  after  all  the  joys  that  plenty  leads, 
With  tip-toe  ftep  vice  filently  fucceeds. 

When  he  that  rul'd  them  with  a  Ihepherd's  rod, 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  expected  in  that  humble  guife, 
To  lift  and  fearch  them  with  unerring  eyes, 
He  found,  conceal'd  beneath  a  fair  outride, 
The  filth  of  rottennefs  and  worm  of  pride  j 
Their  piety  a  fyftem  of  deceit, 
Scripture  employed  to  fan&ify  the  cheat ; 
The  pharifee  the  dupe  of  his  own  art, 
Self-idolized,  and  yet  a  knave  at  heart ! 

When  nations  are  to  perifli  in  their  fins, 
Tis  in  the  church  the  leprofy  begins. 
The  prieft,  whofe  office  is,  with  zeal  lincere, 
To  watch  the  fountain  and  preferve  it  clear, 
Carelefsly  nods  and  fleeps  upon  the  brink, 
While  others  poifon  what  the  flock  muft  drink  j 
Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  luft  alone, 
Infufes  lies  and  errors  of  his  own. 
His  unfufpecting  fheep  believe  it  purej 
And,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  cure, 
Catch  from  each  other  a  contagious  fpot, 
The  foul  forerunner  of  a  gen'ral  rot. 
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Then  truth  is  hufh'd,  that  herefy  may  preach  j 
And  all  is  traih  that  reafon  cannot  teach  : 
Then  God's  own  image  on  the  foul  imprefs'd 
Becomes  a  mock'ry,  and  a  ftanding  jeft ; 
And  faith,  the  root  whence  only  can  arife 
The  graces  of  a  life  that  wins  the  Ikies, 
Lofes  at  once  all  value  and  efteem, 
Pronounc'd  by  gfay-beards  a  pernicious  dream : 
Then  ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth, 
Prepar'd  to  fight  for  fhadows  of  no  worth ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depend, 
Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  fingle  friend : 
As  foldiers  watch  the  fignal  of  command, 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  fit,  to  ftand  j 
Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 
With  hollow  form,  and  gefture,  and  grimace. 

Such,  when  the  teacher  of  his  church  was  there, 
People  and  prieft,  the  fons  of  Ifrael  were; 
Stiff  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  defign 
And  import,  of  their  oracles  divine ; 
Their  learning  legendary,  falfe,  abfurd, 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word ; 
They  drew  a  curfe  from  an  intended  good, 
PurT'd  up  with  gifts  they  never  underflood. 
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He  judg'd  them  with  as  terrible  a  frown 
As  if  not  love,  but  wrath,  had  brought  him  down : 
Yet  he  was  gentle  as  foft  fummer  airs  ; 
Had  grace  for  others'  fins,  but  none  for  theirs. 
Through  all  he  fpoke  a  noble  plainnefs  ran— 
llhet'ric  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man ; 
And  tricks  and  turns,  that  fancy  may  devife, 
Are  far  too  mean  for  him  that  rules  the  ikies. 
Th'  aftonim'd  vulgar  trembled  while  he  tore 
The  mafk  from  faces  never  feen  before : 
He  ftripp'd  th'  importers  in  the  noon-day  fun ; 
Show'd  that  they  follow'd  all  they  feem'd  to  fhun; 
Their  pray'rs  made  public,  their  excefles  kept 
As  private  as  the  chambers  where  they  flept  j 
The  temple  and  its  holy  rites  profan'd 
By  mumm'ries  he  that  dwelt  in  it  difdain'd  j 
Uplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 
Could  a£l  extortion  and  the  worft  of  crimes, 
"SVam'd  with  a  neatnefs  fcrupuloufly  nice, 
And  free  from  ev'ry  taint  but  that  of  vice. 
Judgment,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
When  obftinacy  once  has  conquer'd  grace. 
They  faw  dittemper  heal'd,  and  life  reilor'd, 
In  anfwer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word  \ 
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Confefs'd  the  wonder,  and,  with  daring  tongue, 
Blafphem'd  th'  authority  from  which  it  fprung. 
They  knew,  by  fure  prognoftics  feen  on  high, 
The  future  tone  and  temper  of  the  fky; 
But,  grave  diffemblers  !  could  not  underftand 
That  fin  let  loofe  fpeaks  puniihment  at  hand. 

Afk  now  of  hiftory's  authentic  page, 
And  call  up  evidence  from  ev'ry  age  j 
Difplay  with  bufy  and  laborious  hand 
The  blefiings  of  the  moil  indebted  land ; 
What  nation  will  you  find,  whofe  annals  prove 
So  rich  an  int'reft  in  almighty  love  ? 
Where  dwell  they  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day, 
A  people  planted,  water'd,  bleft,  as  they? 
Let  Egypt's  plagues,  and  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
The  favours  pour'd  upon  the  Jewifh  name — 
Their  freedom,  purchas'd  for  them  at  the  coit 
Of  all  their  hard  oppreflbrs  valued  moil  j 
Their  title  to  a  country  not  their  own 
Made  fure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknown  ; 
For  them,  the  ftates  they  left  made  wafte  and  void; 
For  them,  the  ftates  to  which  they  went  deftroy'd  ; 
A  cloud  to  meafure  out  their  march  by  day, 
By  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way; 
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That  moving  fignal  fummoning,  when  beft, 
Their  hoft  to  move;  and,  when  it  ftay'd,  to  reft. 
For  them  the  rocks  diffolv'd  into  a  flood, 
The  dews  condens'd  into  angelic  food  ; 
Their  very  garments  facred — old,  yet  new, 
And  Time  forbid  to  touch  them  as  he  flew ; 
Streams,  fwell'd  above  the  bank,  enjoin'd  to  ftand, 
While  they  pafs'd  through  to  their  appointed  land; 
Their  leader  arm'd  with  meeknefs,  zeal,  and  love, 
And  grac'd  with  clear  credentials  from  above ; 
Themfelves  fecur'd  beneath  th*  Almighty  wing ; 
Their  God  their  captain  *,  lawgiver,  and  king ; 
Crown'd  with  a  thoufand  vicVries,  and  at  lafl 
Lords  of  the  conquer'd  foil,  there  rooted  faft, 
In  peace  poflelling  what  they  won  by  war, 
Their  name  far  publifh'd,  and  rever'd  as  far; 
Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  their's,  endow'd 
With  all  that  man  e'er  wiuYd,  or  heav'n  beftow'd  ? 

They,  and  they  only,  amongit  all  mankind, 
Receiv'd  the  tranfcript  of  th'  eternal  mind ; 
Were  trufted  with  his  own  engraven  laws, 
And  conftituted  guardians  of  his  caufe ; 

*  Vide  Joihua  v.  14. 
VOL.  I.  H 
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Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  prieftly  call, 
And  theirs,  by  birth,  the  Saviour  of  us  all. 
In  vain  the  nations,  that  had  feen  them  rife 
With  fierce  and  envious,  yet  admiring,  eyes, 
Had  fought  to  cruth  them,  guarded  as  they  were 
By  pow'r  divine,  and  {kill  that  could  not  err. 
Had  they  maintain'd  allegiance  firm  and  fure, 
And  kept  the  faith  immaculate  and  pure, 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  all  conqu'ring  Rome 
Had  found  one  city  not  to  be  o'ercome ; 
And  the  twelve  ftandards  of  the  tribes  unfurl'd, 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  warring  world. 
But  grace  abus'd  brings  forth  the  fouleft  deeds, 
As  richelt  foil  the  molt  luxuriant  weeds. 
Cur'd  of  the  golden  calves,  their  fathers'  fin, 
They  fet  up  felf,  that  idol  god  within ; 
View'd  a  Deliv'rer  with  difdain  and  hate, 
Who  left  them  ftill  a  tributary  ftate ; 
Seiz'd  faft  his  hand,  held  out  to  fet  them  free 
From  a  worfe  yoke,  and  nail'd  it  to  the  tree : 
There  was  the  confummation  and  the  crown, 
The  flow'r  of  Ifrael's  infamy  full  blown ; 
Thence  date  their  fad  declenfion,  and  their  fall  j 
Their  woes,  notyet  repeal'd— thence  date  them  all ! 
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Thus  fell  the  beft  inurufted  in  her  day, 
And  the  moft  favour'd  land,  look  where  we  may. 
Philofophy,  indeed,  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  pour'd  the  day,  and  clear'd  the  Roman  ikies  j 
In  other  climes,  perhaps,  creative  art, 
With  pow'r  furpalling  their' s,  perform' d  her  part  j 
Might  give  more  life  to  marble,  or  might  fill 
The  glowing  tablets  with  a  jufter  ikill, 
Might  mine  in  fable,  and  grace  idle  themes 
With  all  th'  embroid'ry  of  poetic  dreams: 
'Twas  t heir's  alone  to  dive  into  the  plan 
That  truth  and  mercy  had  reveal'd  to  man  ; 
And,  while  the  world  befide,  that  plan  unknown, 
Deified  ulelefs  wood,  or  fenfeleis  ilone, 
They  breath'd  in  faith  their  well-directed  pray'rs, 
And  the  true  God — the  God  of  truth — was  their's. 

Their  glory  faded,  and  their  race  difpers'd ; 
The  lafl  of  nations  now,  though  once  the  firft ; 
They  warn  and  teach  the  proudeft,  would  they  learn, 
Keep  wifdom,  or  meet  vengeance  in  your  turn : 
If  we  efcap'd  not,  if  Heav'n  fpar'd  not  us, 
Peel'd,  fcatter'd,  and  exterminated,  thus  j 
If  vice  recciv'd  her  retribution  due 
When  we  were  vifited,  what  hope  for  you  ? 
H  2 
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When  God  arifes,  with  an  awful  frown, 
To  punifh  luft,  or  pluck  prefumption  down; 
When  gifts  perverted,  or  not  duly  priz'd, 
Pleafure  o'ervalued,  and  his  grace  defpis'd, 
Provoke  the  vengeance  of  his  -righteous  hand 
To  pour  down  wrath  upon  a  thanldefs  land  3 
He  will  be  found  impartially  fevere ; 
Too  juft  to  wink,  or  fpeak  the  guilty  clear. 

Oh,  Ifrael,  of  all  nations  moil  undone  ! 
Thy  diadem  difplac'd,  thy  fceptre  gone ; 
Thy  temple,  once  thy  glory,  fall'n  and  ras'd, 
And  thou  a  worfhipper  e'en  where  thou  may 'ft j 
Thy  fervices,  once  holy  without  fpot, 
Mere  fliadows  now,  their  ancient  pomp  forgot  j 
Thy  Levites,  once  a  confecrated  hoft, 
No  longer  Levites,  and  their  lineage  loft, 
And  thou  thyfelf  o'er  ev'ry  country  fown, 
With  none  on  earth  that  thou  canft  call  thine  own  j 
Cry  aloud,  thou  that  fitteft  in  the  duft, 
Cry  to  the  proud,  the  cruel,  and  unjuft  ; 
Knock  at  the  gates  of  nations,  roufe  their  fears; 
Say  wrath  is  coming,  and  the  ftorm  appears  j 
But  raife  the  fhrilleft  cry  in  Britifh  ears. 
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What  ails  thee,  reftlefs  as  the  waves  that  roar, 
And  fling  their  foam  againft  thy  chalky  fhore  ? 
Miftrefs,  at  lead  while  Providence  fhall  pleafe, 
And  trident- bearing  queen  of  the  wide  feas — 
Why,  having  kept  good  faith,  and  often  (hown 
Friendship  and  truth  to  others,  fLnd'ft  thou  none  ? 
Thou  that  haft  fet  the  perfecuted  free, 
None  interpofes  now  to  fuccour  thee. 
Countries,  indebted  to  thy  pow'r,  that  fhine 
With  light  deriv'd  from  thee,  would  fmother  thine  : 
Thy  very  children  watch  for  thy  difgrace — 
A  lawlefs  brood  !  and  eurfe  thee  to  thy  facek 
Thy  rulers  load  thy  credit,  year  by  year, 
With  fums  Peruvian  mines  could  never  clear  j 
As  if,,  like  arches  built  with  fldlful  hand, 
The  more  'twere  preft  the  firmer  it  would  ftand. 

The  cry  in  all  thy  fhips  is  ftili  the  fame— 
Speed  us  away  to  battle  and  to  fame. 
Thy  mariners  explore  the  wild  expanfe, 
Impatient  to  defcry  the  flags  of  France; 
But,  though  they  fight  as  thine  have  ever  fought, 
Return,  alham'd,  without  the  wreaths  they  fought. 
Thy  fenate  is  a  fcene  of  civil  jar, 
Chaos  of  contrarieties  at  war  j 
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Were  fliarp  and  folid,  phlegmatic  and  light, 

Dilcordant  atoms  meet,  ferment,  and  fight  j 

Where  obftinacy  takes  his  fturdy  ftand, 

To  difconcert  what  policy  has  plann'd  ; 

Where  policy  is  bufied  all  night  long 

!n  fetting  right  what  faction  has  fet  wrong ; 

Where  flails  of  oratory  threfli  the  floor, 

That  yields  them  chaff  and  duft,  and  nothing  more. 

Thy  rack'd  inhabitants  repine,  complain, 

Tax'd  till  the  brow  of  labour  fweats  in  vain ; 

War  lays  a  burthen  on  the  reeling  fiate, 

And  peace  does  nothing  to  relieve  the  weight  $ 

Succeflive  loads  fucceeding  broils  impofe, 

And  fighing  millions  prophefy  the  clofe. 

Is  adverfe  providence,  when  ponder'd  well, 
So  dimly  writ,  or  difficult  to  fpell, 
Thou  canit  not  read  with  readinefs  and  eafe 
Providence  adverfe  in  events  like  thefe  ? 
Know,  then,  that  heav'nly  wifdom  on  this  ball 
Creates,  gives  birth  to,  guides,  confummates,  all ; 
That,  while  laborious  and  quick-thoughted  man 
Snuffs  up  the  praife  of  what  he  feems  to  plan, 
He  firft  conceives,  then  perfects  his  defign, 
As  a  mere  inftrument  in  hands  divine. 
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Blind  to  the  working  of  that  fecret  pow'r 
That  balances  the  wings  of  ev'ry  hour, 
The  bufy  trifler  dreams  himfelf  alone, 
Frames  many  a  purpofe,  and  God  works  his  own. 
States  thrive  or  wither,  as  moons  wax  and  wane, 
Ev'n  as  his  will  and  his  decrees  ordain. 
While  honour,  virtue,  piety,  bear  fway, 
They  flourifh  j  and,  as  thefe  decline,  decay. 
In  juft  refentment  of  his  injur'd  laws, 
He  pours  contempt  on  them,  and  on  their  caufe ; 
Strikes  the  rough  thread  of  error  right  athwart 
The  web  of  ev'ry  fcheme  they  have  at  heart  j 
Bids  rottennefs  invade  and  bring  to  duft 
The  pillars  of  fupport,  in  which  they  truft, 
And  do  his  errand  of  difgrace  and  fhame 
On  the  chief  ftrength  and  glory  of  the  frame. 
None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought  j 
None  bars  him  out  from  his  moft  fecret  thought  : 
Darknefs  itfelf  before  his  eye  is  light, 
And  hell's  clofe  mifchief  naked  in  his  fight. 
Stand    now,   and  judge    thyfelf. — Haft    thou 

incurr'd 
His  anger,  who  can  wafte  thee  with  a  word, 
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Who  poifes  and  proportions  fea  and  land, 
Weighing  them  in  the  hollow  of  his  hand, 
And  in  whofe  awful  fight  all  nations  feem 
As  grafshoppers,  as  duft,  a  drop,  a  dream  ? 
Haft  thou  (a  facrilege  his  foul  abhors) 
Claim'd  all  the  glory  of  thy  profp'rous  wars  ? 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  ftol'n  the  gem 
Of  his  juft  praife,  to  lavifh  it  on  them  ? 
Haft  thou  not  learn'd,  what  thou  art  often  told, 
A  truth  ftill  facred,  and  believ'd  of  old. 
That  no  fuccefs  attends  on  fpears  and  fwords 
Unbleft,  and  that  the  battle  is  the  Lord's  ? 
That  courage  is  his  creature,  and  difmay 
The  poft  that  at  his  bidding  fpeeds  away, 
Ghaftly  in  feature,  and  his  ftamm'ring  tongue 
With  doleful  humour  and  fad  prefage  hung, 
To  quell  the  valour  of  the  ftouteft  heart, 
And  teach  the  combatant  a  woman's  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thoufands  fly  when  none  purfue, 
Saves  as  he  will,  by  many  or  by  few, 
And  claims  for  ever,  as  his  royal  right, 
Th'  event  and  fure  decifion  of  the  fight  ? 

Haft  thou,  tho'  fuckled  at  fair  freedom's  breaft, 
Exported  flav'ry  to  the  conquer'd  Eaft, 
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Pull'd  down  the  tyrants  India  ferv'd  with  dread, 
And  rais'd  thyfelf,  a  greater,  in  their  ftead  ? 
Gone  thither  arm'd  and  hungry,  return'd  full, 
Fed  from  the  richeft  veins  of  the  Mogul, 
A  defpot  big  with  pow'r  obtain'd  by  wealth, 
And  that  obtain'd  by  rapine  and  by  Health  ? 
With  Afiatic  vices  ftor'd  thy  mind, 
But  left  their  virtues  and  thine  own  behind  j 
And,  having  truck'd  thy  foul,  brought  home  the  fee,. 
To  tempt  the  poor  to  fell  himfelf  to  thee  ? 

Haft  thou  by  ftatute  fhov'd  from  its  defign 
The  Saviour's  feaft,  his  own  bleft  bread  and  wine, 
And  made  the  fymbols  of  atoning  grace, 
An  office-key,  a  pick-lock  to  a  place, 
That  infidels  may  make  their  title  good 
By  an  oath  dipp'd  in  facramental  blood  ? 
A  blot  that  will  be  ftill  a  blot,  in  fpite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologifts  may  write ; 
And,  though  a  bifliop  toil  to  cleanfe  the  ftain, 
He  wipes  and  fcours  the  filver  cup  in  vain. 
And  haft  thou  fworn,  on  ev'ry  flight  pretence, 
'Till  perjuries  are  common  as  bad  pence, 
While  thoufands,  carelefs  of  the  damning  fin, 
Kifs  the  book's  outfide  who  ne'er  look  within  ? 
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Haft  thou,  when  heav'n  has  cloth'd  thee  with 

difgrace, 

And,  long  provok'd,  repaid  thee  to  thy  face, 
(For  thou  haft  known  eclipfes,  and  endur'd 
Dimnefs  and  anguifti,  all  thy  beams  obfcur'd, 
When  fin  has  flied  difhonour  on  thy  brow; 
And  never  of  a  fabler  hue  than  now) 
Haft  thou,  with  heart perverfe  and  confcience  fear'd, 
Defpifing  all  rebuke,  ftill  perfever'd, 
And,  having  chofen  evil,  fcorn'd  the  voice 
That  cried,  Repent ! — and  gloried  in  thy  choice  ? 
Thy  faftings,  when  calamity  at  laft 
Suggefts  th*  expedient  of  a  yearly  faft, 
What  mean  they?  Canft  thoudream  there  is  a  pow'r 
In  lighter  diet,  at  a  later  hour, 
To  charm  to  fleep  the  threat'ning  of  the  ikies, 
And  hide  paft  folly  from  all-feeing  eyes  ? 
The  faft  that  wins  deliv'rance,  and  fufpends 
The  ftroke  that  a  vindidive  God  intends, 
Is  to  renounce  hypocrify;  to  draw 
Thy  life  upon  the  pattern  of  the  law; 
To  war  with  pleafure,  idoliz'd  before  ; 
To  vanquifh  luft,  and  wear  its  yoke  no  more. 
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All  fafting  elfe,  whate'er  be  the  pretence, 
Is  wooing  mercy  by  renew'd  offence. 

Haft  thou  within  thee  fin,  that  in  old  time 
Brought  fire  from  heav'n,  the  fex-abufing  crime, 
"Whofe  horrid  perpetration  damps  difgrace 
Baboons  are  free  from  upon  human  race  ? 
Think  on  the  fruitful  and  well-water'd  fpot 
That  fed  the  flocks  and  herds  of  wealthy  Lot, 
Where  Paradife  feem'd  ftill  vouchfaf 'd  on  earth, 
Burning  and  fcorch'd  into  perpetual  dearth, 
Or,  in  his  words  who  damn'd  the  bafe  defire, 
Suffering  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire : 
Then  nature,  injur'd,  fcandaliz'd,  defil'd, 
Unveil'd  her  bluming  cheek,  look'd  on,  and  fmil'ds 
Beheld  with  joy  the  lovely  fcene  defac'd, 
And  prais'd  the  wrath  that  laid  her  beauties  wafte. 

Far  be  the  thought  from  any  verfe  of  mine, 
And  farther  ftill  the  form'd  and  fix'd  defign, 
To  thruft  the  charge  of  deeds  that  I  deteft 
Againft  an  innocent  unconfcious  breaft : 
The  man  that  dares  traduce,  becaufe  he  can 
With  fafety  to  himfelf,  is  not  a  man : 
An  individual  is  a  facred  mark, 
Not  to  be  pierc'd  in  play,  or  in  the  dark  j 
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But  public  cenfure  fpeaks  a  public  foe, 
Unlefs  a  zeal  for  virtue  guide  the  blow. 

The  prieftly  brotherhood,,  devout,  fincere, 
From  mean  felf-int'reft  and  ambition  clear, 
Their  hope  in  Heav'n,  fervility  their  fcorn, 
Prompt  to  perfuade,  expostulate,  and  warn, 
Their  wifdom  pure,  and  giv'n  them  from  above, 
Their  ufefulnefs  enfur'd  by  zeal  and  love, 
As  meek  as  the  man  Mofes,  and  withal 
As  bold  as  in  Agrippa's  prefence  Paul, 
Should  fly  the  world's  contaminating  touch, 
Holy  and  unpolluted : — are  thine  fuch  ? 
Except  a  few  with  Eli's  fpirit  bleft, 
Hophni  and  Phineas  may  defcribe  the  reft. 

Where  lhall  a  teacher  look  in  days  like  thefe, 
Tor  ears  and  hearts  that  he  can  hope  to  pleafe  ? 
Look  to  the  poor— the  fimple  and  the  plain 
Will  hear,  perhaps,  thy  falutary  ftrain  : 
Humility  is  gentle,  apt  to  learn, 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  liften  and  return. 
Alas,  not  fo  !  the  pooreft  of  the  flock 
Are  proud,  and  fet  their  faces  as  a  rock ; 
Denied  that  earthly  opulence  they  choofe, 
God's  better  gift  they  feoff  at,  and  refufe. 
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The  rich,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  ftem, 
Are  more  intelligent,  at  leaft — try  them. 
Oh,  vain  inquiry!  they,  without  remorfe, 
Are  altogether  gone  a  devious  courfe ; 
Where  beck'ning  pleafure  leads  them,  wildly  ftray; 
Have  burft  the  bands,  and  cail  the  yoke  away. 
Now,  born  upon  the  wings  of  truth  fubHme, 
Review  thy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  ifland,  fpot  of  unreclaim'd  rude  earth, 
The  cradle  that  receiv'd  thee  at  thy  birth, 
Was  rock'd  by  many  a  -rough  Norwegian  blaft, 
And  Danifh  bowlings  fcar'd  thee  as  they  pafs'd ; 
For  thou  waft  born  arnid  the  din  of  arms, 
And  fuck'd  a  breaft  that  panted  with  alarms. 
While  yet  thou  waft  a  grov'ling,  puling  chit, 
Thy  bones  not  faftrion'd,  and  thy  joints  not  knit, 
The  Roman  taught  thy  ftubborn  knee  to  bow, 
Though  twice  a  Caefar  could  not  bend  thee  now  : 
His  victory  was  that  of  orient  light, 
When  the  fun's  lhafts  difperfe  the  gloom  of  night. 
Thy  language  at  this  diftant  moment  fhows 
How  much  the  country  to  the  conqu'ror  owes  j 
Expreflive,  energetic,  and  refin'd, 
It  fparkles  with  the  gems  he  left  behind : 
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He  brought  thy  land  a  bleffing  when  he  came  j 
He  found  thee  favage,  and  he  left  thee.  tame  ; 
Taught  theetoclothe  thy  pink'd  and  pain  ted  hide, 
And  grace  thy  figure  with  a  foldier's  pride  j 
He  fow'd  the  feeds  of  order  where  he  went, 
Improv'd  thee  far  beyond  his  own  intent, 
And,  while  he  rul'd  thee  by  the  fword  alone, 
Made  thee  at  laft  a  warrior  like  his  own. 
Religion,  if  in  heav'nly  truths  attir'd, 
Needs  only  to  be  feen  to  be  admir'd  ; 
But  thine,  as  dark  as  witch'ries  of  the  night, 
Was  form'd  to  harden  hearts  and  fhock  the  light. 
Thy  Druids  ftruck  the  well-hung  harps  they  bore 
With  fingers  deeply  dy'd  in  human  gore  j 
And,  while  the  vi&im  flowly  bled  to  death, 
Upon  the  rolling  chords  rung  out  his  dying  breath. 
Whobrought  the  lamp,  that  with  awaking  beams 
Difpell'd  thy  gloom,  and  broke  away  thy  dreams, 
Tradition,  now  decrepid  and  worn  out, 
Babbler  of  ancient  fables,  leaves  a  doubt : 
But  ftill  light  reach'd  thee ;  and  thofe  gods  of  thine, 
Woden  and  Thor,  each  tott'ring  in  his  fhrine, 
Fell,  broken,  and  defac'd,  at  their  own  door, 
As  Dagon  in  Philiilta  long  br.fore. 
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But  Rome,  with  forceries  and  magic  wand, 
Soon  rais'd  a  cloud  that  darken'd  ev'ry  land; 
And  thine  was  fmother'd  in  the  ftench  and  fog 
Of  Tiber's  marfhes  and  the  papal  bog. 
Then  priefts,  with  bulls  and  briefs,  and  fliaven 

crowns, 

And  griping  fills,  and  unrelenting  frowns, 
Legates  and  delegates,  with  pow'rs  from  hell, 
Though  heavenly  in  pretenfion,  fleec'd  thee  well; 
And  to  this  hour,  to  keep  it  frem  in  mind, 
Some  twigs  of  that  old  fcourge  are  left  behind  *. 
Thy  foldiery,  the  pope's  well  manag'd  pack, 
Were  train'd  beneath  his  lafh,and  knew  the  fmack, 
And,  when  he  laid  them  on  the  fcent  of  blood, 
Would  hunt  a  Saracen  through  fire  and  flood. 
Lavifh  of  life,  to  win  an  empty  tomb, 
That  prov'd  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  mine,  to  Rome, 
They  left  their  bones  beneath  unfriendly  Ikies, 
His  worthlefs  abfolution  all  the  prize  ! 
Thou  waft  the  verieft  Have,  in  days  of  yore, 
That  ever  dragg'd  a  chain,  or  tugg'd  an  oar. 
Thy  monarchs,  arbitrary,  fierce,  uujuft, 
Themfelves  the  flaves  of  bigotry  or  luft, 

*  Which  may  be  found  at  Dolors'  Commons. 
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Difdain'd  thy  counfels ;  only  in  diftrefs 

Found  thee  a  goodly  fpunge  for  pow'r  to  prefs. 

Thy  chiefs,  the  lords  of  many  a  petty  fee, 

Provok'd  and  harafs'd,  in  return  plagu'd  thee  j 

Call'd  thee  away  from  peaceable  employ, 

Domeftic  happinefs  and  rural  joy, 

To  wafte  thy  life  in  arms,  or  lay  it  down 

In  caufelefs  feuds  and  bick'rings  of  their  own. 

Thy  parliaments  ador'd,  on  bended  knees, 

The  fov'reignty  they  were  conven'd  to  pleafej 

Whate'er  was  afk'd,  too  timid  to  refift, 

Comply 'd  with,  and  were  gracioufly  difmifs'd  ; 

And,  if  fome  Spartan  foul  a  doubt  exprefs'd, 

And,  blulhing  at  the  tamenefs  of  the  reft, 

Dar'd  to  fuppofe  the  fubjeft  had  a  choice, 

He  was  a  traitor  by  the  gen'ral  voice. 

Oh,  Have!  with  pow'rs  thou  didft  not  dare  exeit, 

Verfe  cannot  (loop  fo  low  as  thy  defert  j 

It  fliakes  the  fides  of  fplenetic  difdain, 

Thou  felf-entitled  ruler  of  the  main, 

To  trace  thee  to  the  date  when  yon  fair  fea, 

That  clips  thy  fliores,  had  no  fuch  charms  for  thee  j 

When  other  nations  flew  from  coaft  to  coaft, 

And  thou  hadft  neither  fleet  nor  flag  to  boaft. 
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Kneel  now,  and  lay  thy  forehead  in  the  duft ; 
Blufh,  if  thou  canft;  not  petrified,  thou  muftj 
Act  but  an  honeft  and  a  faithful  part ; 
Compare  what  then  thou  waft  with  what  thou  artj 
And,  God's  difpofing  providence  confefs'd, 
Obduracy  itfelf  muft  yield  the  reft.-— 
Then  thou  art  bound  to  ferve  him,  and  to  prove, 
Hour  after  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Has  he  not  hid  thee,  and  thy  favour'd  land, 
For  ages  fafe  beneath  his  fhelt'ring  hand, 
Giv'n  thee  his  bleiling  on  the  cleared  proof, 
Bid  nations  leagu'd  againft  thee  fland  aloof, 
And  charg'd  hoftility  and  hate  to  roar 
Where  elfe  they  would,  but  not  upon  thy  fhore  ? 
His  pow'r  fecur'd  thee  when  prefumptuous  Spain 
Baptiz'd  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain. 
Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtful  and  refign'd 
To  ev'ry  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mind, 
Alk'd  of  the  waves  that  broke  upon  his  coaft, 
What  tidings  ?  and  the  furge  replied— All  loft  ! 
And,  when  the  Stuart,  leaning  on  the  Scot, 
Then  too  much  fear'd,  and  now  too  much  forgot, 
Pierc'd  to  the  very  centre  of  the  realm, 
And  hop'd  to  feize  his  abdicated  helm, 

VOL,  I.  I 
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'Twas  but  to  prove  how  quickly,  with  a  frown, 
He  that  had  rais'd  thee  could  have  pluck'd  thee 

d/>wn . 

peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  poflfefs'd, 
Thy  foes  implacable,  thy  land  at  reft; 
Thy  thunders  travel  over  earth  and  feas, 
And  all  at  home  is  pleafure,  wealth,  and  eafe. 
Tis  thus,  extending  his  tempeftuous  arm, 
Thy  -Maker  fills  the  nations  with  alarm, 
While  his  own  heav'n  furveys  the  troubled  fcene, 
And  feels  no  change,  unihaken  and  ferene. 
Freedom,  in  other  lands  fcarce  known  to  ihine, 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  fplendour  upon  thine; 
Thou  haft  as  bright  an  int'reft  in  her  rays 
As  ever  Roman  had  in  Rome's  beft  days. 
True  freedom  is  where  no  reflraint  is  known 
That  fcripture,  juftice,  and  good  fenfe,  difown, 
Where  only  vice  and  injury  are  tied, 
And  all  from  fliore  to  fhore  is  free  befide. 
Such  freedom  is — and  Windfor's  hoary  tow'rs 
Stood  trembling  at  the  boldnefs  of  thy  pow'rs, 
That  won  a  nymph  on  that  immortal  plain, 
Like  her  the  fabled  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  : 
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He  found  the  laurel  only — happier  you 
Th'  unfading  laurel  and  the  virgin  too  *  I 

Now  think,  if  pleafure  have  a  thought  to  fparc 
If  God  himfelf  be  not  beneath  her  care ; 
If  bus'nefs,  conflant  as  the  wheels  of  time, 
Can  paufe  an  hour  to  read  a  ferious  rhyme ; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  receive, 
Or  expectation  of  the  next,  give  leave ; 
Oh  think,  if  chargeable  with  deep  arrears 
For  fuch  indulgence  gilding  all  thy  years, 
How  much,  though  long  neglected,  lliining  yet, 
The  beams  of  heav'nly  truth  have  fwell'd  the  debt ! 
When  perfecuting  zeal  made  royal  fport 
With  tortur'd  innocence  in  Mary's  court", 
And  Bonner,  blithe  as  ihepherd  at  a  wake, 
Enjoy'd  the  mow,  and  danc'd  about  the  ftake ; 
The  facred  book,  its  value  underflood, 
Receiv'd  the  feal  of  martyrdom  in  blood. 
Thofe?  holy  men,  fo  full  of  truth  and  grace, 
Seem,  to  reflection,  of  a  difTrent  race; 
Meek,  modeit,  venerable,  wife,  fincere, 
In  fuch  a  caufe  they  could  not  dare  to  fear; 

*  AlluJing  to  the  grant  of  Magna  Charta,  which  was  extorted 
from  king  John  by  the  Barons  at  Runnymede  near  Windfor. 
I  2 
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They  could  not  purchafe  earth  with  fuch  a  prize, 
Or  fpare  a  life  too  fhort  to  reach  the  fkies. 
From  them  to  thee  convey 'd  along  the  tide, 
Theirftreamingheartspour'd  freelywhen  theydied ; 
Thofe  truths,  which  neither  ufe  nor  years  impair, 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  blifs  they  fhare. 
What  dotage  will  not  vanity  maintain  ? 
What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modern  brain  ? 
The  moles  and  bats  in  full  affembly  find, 
On  fpecial  fearch,  the  keen-ey'd  eagle  blind. 
And  did  they  dream,  and  art  thou  wifer  now? 
Prove  it — if  better,  I  fubmit  and  bow. 
Wifdom  and  goodnefs  are  twin-born,  one  heart 
Muft  hold  both  fitters,  never  feen  apart. 
So  then — as  darknefs  overfpread  the  deep, 
Ere  nature  rofe  from  her  eternal  fleep, 
And  this  delightful  earth,  and  that  fair  iky, 
Leap'd  out  of  nothing,  call'd  by  the  Moft  High ; 
By  fuch  a  change  thy  darknefs  is  made  light, 
Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weaknefs  might ; 
And  He,  whofe  pow'r  mere  nullity  obeys, 
Who  found  thee  nothing,  form'd  thee  for  his  praife. 
To  praife  him  is  to  ferve  him,  and  fulfil, 
Doing  and  fuff'ring,  his  unqueftion'd  willj 
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Tis  to  believe  what  men  infpir'd  of  old, 
Faithful,  and  faithfully  inform'd,  unfold  j 
Candid  and  juft,  with  no  falfe  aim  in  view, 
To  take  for  truth  what  cannot  but  be  true ; 
To  learn  in  God's  own  fchool  the  Chriftian  part, 
And  bind  the  taflc.  affign'd  thee  to  thine  heart : 
Happy  the  man  there  feeking  and  there  found, 
Happy  the  nation  where  fuch  men  abound ! 

How  fliall  a  verfe  imprefs  thee?  by  what  name 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not  to  court  thy  fhame  ? 
By  their's  whofe  bright  example,  unimpeach'd, 
Dire6ts  thee  to  that  eminence  they  reach'd — 
Heroes  and  worthies  of  days  paft,  thy  fires  ? 
Or  his,  who  touch'd  their  hearts  with  hallow'd  fires  ? 
Their  names,  alas !  in  vain  reproach  an  age, 
Whom  all  the  vanities  they  fcorn'd  engage ; 
And  his,  that  feraphs  tremble  at,  is  hung 
Difgracefully  on  ev'ry  trifler's  tongue, 
Or  ferves  the  champion  in  forenfic  war 
To  flourilh  and  parade  with  at  the  bar. 
Pleafure  herfelf,  perhaps,  fuggefts  a  plea, 
If  int'reft  move  thee,  to  perfuade  e'en  thee. 
By  ev'ry  charm  that  fmiles  upon  her  face, 
By  joys  poffefs'd,  and  joys  Hill  held  in  clnfe, 
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If  dear  fociety  be  worth  a  thought, 
And  if  the  feail  of  freedom  cloy  thee  not, 
Reflect  that  thefe,  and  all  that  feems  thine  own, 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  will  alone, 
Like  angels  in  the  fervice  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word  j 
That  gratitude  and  temp'rance  in  our  ule 
Of  what  he  gives,  unfparing  and  profufe, 
Secure  the  favour,  and  enhance  the  joy, 
That  thanklefs  wafte  and  wild  abufe  deftroy. 
But,  above  all,  reflect — how  cheap  foe'er 
Thofe  rights  that  millions  envy  thee  appear, 
And,  though  refolv'd  to  rilk  them,  and  fwim  down 
The  tide  of  pleafure,  heedlefs  of  his  frown — 
That  bleflings  truly  facred,  and  when  giv'n 
Mark'd  with  the  fignature  and  ftamp  of  heav'n, 
The  word  of  prophefy,  thofe  truths  divine 
Which  make  that  heav'n  if  thou  defire  it  thine, 
(Awful  alternative !  believ'd,  belov'd, 
Thy  glory  j  and  thy  fhame,  if  unimprov'd) 
Are  never  long  vouchfaf 'd,  if  pufli'd  alide 
With  cold  difguft  or  philofophic  pride ; 
And  that,  judicially  withdrawn,  difgrace, 
Error,  and  darknefs,  occupy  their  place. 
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A  world  is  up  in  arms,  and  thou,  a  fpot 
Not  quickly  found  if  negligently  fought, 
Thy  foul  as  ample  as  thy  bounds  are  fmall, 
Endur'ft  the  brunt,  and  dar'ft  defy  them  all : 
And  wilt  thou  join  to  this  bold  enterprize 
A  bolder  ftill,  a  conteft  with  the  Ikies  ? 
Remember,  if  he  guard  thee  and  fecure, 
Whoe'er  afiails  thee,  thy  fuccefs  is  fure  j 
But,  if  he  leave  thee,  though  the  fkill  and  pow'r 
Of  nations,  fworn  to  fpoil  thee  and  devour, 
Were  all  colle&ed  in  thy  fingle  arm, 
And  thou  couldft  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm, 
That  ftrength  would  fail,  oppos'd  againft  the  pulh 
And  feeble  onfet  of  a  pigmy  ruih. 

Say  not  (and,  if  the  thought  of  fuch  defence 
Should  fpring  within  thy  bofom,  drive  it  thence) 
What  nation  amongft  all  my  foes  is  free 
From  crimes  as  bafe  as  any  charg'd  on  me  ? 
Their  meafure  fill'd,  they  too  fhall  pay  the  debt 
Which  God,  though  long;  forborn,  will  not  forget. 
But  know  that  wrath  divine,  when  moft  fevere, 
Makes  juttice  flill  the  guide  of  his  career, 
And  will  not  punilh,  in  one  mingled  crowd, 
Them  without  light,  and  thee  without  a  cloud. 
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Mufe,  hang  this  harp  upon  yon  aged  beech, 
Still  murm'ring  with  the  folemn  truths  I  teach ; 
And,  while,  at  intervals,  a  cold  blaft  lings 
Through  the  dry  leaves,  and  pants  upon  the  firings, 
My  foul  fhall  figh  in  fecret,  and  lament 
A  nation  fcourg'd,  yet  tardy  to  repent. 
I  know  the  warning  fong  is  fung  in  vain  j 
That  few  will  hear,  and  fewer  heed  the  ftrain : 
But,  if  a  fweeter  voice,  and  one  defign'd 
A  bleffing  to  my  country  and  mankind, 
Reclaim  the  wand'ring  thoufands,  and  bring  home 
A  flock,  fo  fcatter'd  and  fo  wont  to  roam, 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my  knees ; 
The  found  of  truth  will  then  be  fure  to  pleafe : 
And  truth  alone,  where'er  my  life  be  caft, 
In  fcenes  of  plenty  or  the  pining  wafte, 
Shall  be  my  chofen  theme,  my  glory  to  the  laft. 
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-doceas  iter  ctfacra  oftia  pandas. 

VIHG.  En.  6. 


ASK  what  is  human  life — the  fage  replies, 
With  difappointment  low'ring  in  his  eyes, 
A  painful  pafTage  o'er  a  reftlefs  flood, 
A  vain  purfuit  of  fugitive  falfe  good, 
A  fcene  of  fancied  blifs  and  heart-felt  care, 
Clofing  at  laft  in  darknefs  and  defpair. 
The  poor,  inur'd  to  drudg'ry  and  diftrefs, 
Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  feel  lefs, 
And  no  where,  but  in  feign'd  Arcadian  fcencs, 
Tafte  happinefs,  or  know  what  pleafure  means. 
Riches  are  pafs'd  away  from  hand  to  hand, 
As  fortune,  vice,  or  folly,  may  command. 
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As  in  a  dance  the  pair  that  take  the  lead 
Turn  downward,  and  the  loweft  pair  fucceed, 
So  fhifting  and  fo  various  is  the  plan 
By  which  Heav'n  rules  the  mixt  affairs  of  man  : 
Viciffitude  wheels  round  the  motley  crowd. 
The  rich  grow  poor,  the  poor  become  purfe-prondj 
Bus'nefs  is  labour,  and,  man's  weaknefs  fuch, 
Pleafure  is  labour  too,  and  tires  as  much,  - 
The  very  fenfe  of  it  foregoes  its  ufe, 
By  repetition  pall'd,  by  age  obtufe. 
Youth  loft  in  diflipation,  we  deplore, 
Through  life's  fad  remnant,  what  no  iighs  reflore> 
Our  years,  a  fruitlefs  race  without  a  prize,. 
Too  many,  yet  too  few  to  make  us  wife. 

Dangling  bis  cane  about,  and  taking  fnuff, 
Lothario  cries,  What  philofophic  ftuff — 
Oh,  querulous  and  weak  ! — whofe  ufelefs  brain 
Once  thought  of  nothing,  and  now  thinks  in  vain ; 
Whofe  eye,  reverted,  weeps  o'er  all  the  part, 
Whofe  profpeft  {hows  thee  a  difheart'ning  wafte; 
Would  age  in  thee  refign  his  wintry  reign, 
And  youth  invigorate  that  frame  again, 
Renew'd  defire  would  grace  with  other  fpeech 
Joys  always  priz'd— when  plac'd  within  our  reach. 
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For  lift  thy  palfied  head,  fliake  off  the  gloom 
That  overhangs  the  borders  of  thy  tomb, 
See  nature,  gay  as  when  me  firft  began, 
With  fmiles  alluring  her  admirer  man  j 
She  fpreads  the  morning  over  ealtern  hills  j 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  night  diftils  j 
The  fun,  obedient,  at  her  call  appears 
To  fling  his  glories  o'er  the  robe  ihe  wears ; 
Banks  cloth'd  with   flow'rs,    groves   fill'd  with 

fprightly  founds, 
The  yellow   tilth,   green    meads,    rocks,    rifing 

grounds, 

Streams  edg'd  with  ofiers,  fatt'ning  ev'ry  field 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  feen  and  now  conceal'd  j 
From  the  blue  rim  where  ikies  and  mountains  meet, 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  feet, 
Ten  thoufand  charms,  that  only  fools  defpife, 
Or  pride  can  look  at  with  indifFrent  eyes, 
All  fpeak  one  language,  all  with  one  fweet  voice 
Cry  to  her  univerfal  realm,  Rejoice  ! 
Man  feels  the  fpur  of  paflions  and  defires, 
And  fhe  gives  largely  more  than  he  requires  $ 
Not  that,  his  hours  devoted  all  to  care, 
Hollow-ey'd  abftinence,  and  lean  defpair, 
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The  wretch  may  pine,  while  to  his  fmell,  tafte,  fight, 

She  holds  a  paradife  of  rich  delight; 

But  gently  to  rebuke  his  awkward  fear, 

To  prove  that  what  me  gives  (he  gives  fincere, 

To  banifh  hefitation,  and  proclaim 

His  happinefs,  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 

Tis  grave  philofophy's  abfurdeft  dream, 

That  heav'n's  intentions  are  not  what  they  feem,- 

That  only  fnadows  are  difpens'd  below, 

And  earth  has  no  reality  but  woe. 

Thus  things  terreiirial  wear  a  difFrent  hue, 
As  youth  or  age  perfuades ;  and  neither  true  : 
So  Flora's  wreath  through  colour'd  cryftal  feen, 
The  rofe  or  lily  appears  blue  or  green, 
But  ftill  th'  imputed  tints  are  thofe  alone 
The  medium  reprefents,  and  not  their  own. 

To  rife  at  noon,  fit  fliplhod  and  undrefs'd, 
To  read  the  news,  or  fiddle,  as  feems  beft, 
Till  half  the  world  comes  rattling  at  his  door, 
To  fill  the  dull  vacuity  till  four  j 
And,  juft  when  ev'ning  turns  the  blue  vault  gray, 
To  fpend  two  hours  in  drefling  for  the  day; 
To  make  the  fun  a  bauble  without  ufe, 
Save  for  the  fruits  his  heav'nly  beams  produce  j 
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Quite  to  forget,  or  deem  it  worth  no  thought, 

Who  bids  him  fhine,  or  if  he  Ihine  or  not ; 

Through  mere  neceflity  to  clofe  his  eyes 

Juft  when  the  larks  and  when  the  ihepherds  rife j 

Is  fuch  a  life,  fo  tedioufly  the  fame, 

So  void  of  all  utility  or  aim, 

That  poor  JONGUIL,  with  almoft  ev'ry  breath, 

Sighs  for  his  exit,  vulgarly  call'd  death  : 

For  he,  with  all  his  follies,  has  a  mind 

Not  yet  fo  blank,  or  faihionably  blind, 

But  now  and  then,  perhaps,  a  feeble  ray 

Of  diflant  wiftlom  fhoots  acrofs  his  way, 

By  which  he  reads,  that  life  without  a  plan, 

As  ufelefs  as  the  moment  it  begnn, 

Serves  merely  as  a  foil  for  difcontent 

To  thrive  in ;  an  incumbrance,  ere  half  fpent. 

Oh  !  wearinefs  beyond  what  afles  feel, 

That  tread  the  circuit  of  the  ciftern  wheel ; 

A  dull  rotation,  never  at  a  flay, 

Yefterday's  face  twin  image  of  to  day; 

While  converfation,  an  exhaufted  flock, 

Grows  drowfy  as  the  clicking  of  a  clock. 

No  need,  he  cries,  of  gravity  ftuff'd  out 

With  academic  dignity  devout, 


To  read  wife  leisures — vanity  the  text ! 
Proclaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next  j 
For  truth,  felf-evident,  with  pomp  imprefs'd, 
Is  vanity  furpaffing  all  the  reft. 

That  remedy,  not  hid  in  deeps  profound, 
Yet  feldom  fought  where  only  to  be  found, 
While  paflion  turns  afide  from  its  due  fcopc 
Th'  inquirer's  aim — that  remedy  is  hope. 
Life  is  his  gift,  from  whom  whate'er  life  needs, 
With  ev'ry  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds ; 
Beftow'd  on  man,  like  all  that  we  partake, 
Hoyally,  freely,  for  his  bounty  fake ; 
Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleeting  hour, 
And  yet  the  feed  of  an  immortal  flow'r  j 
Defign'd,  in  honour  of  his  endlefs  love, 
To  fill  with  fragrance  his  abode  above ; 
No  trifle,  howfoever  fhcrt  it  feem, 
And,  howfoever  fhadowy,  no  dream ; 
Its  value,  what  no  thought  can  afcertain, 
Nor  all  an  angel's  eloquence  explain. 
Men  deal  with  life  as  children  with  their  play, 
Who  firft  mifufe,  then  caft  their  toys  away; 
Live  to  no  fober  purpofe,  and  contend 
That  their  Creator  had  no  ferious  end. 
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When  God  and  man  ftand  oppofite  in  view, 

Man's  difappointment  muft  of  courfe  enfue. 

The  juft  Creator  condefcends  to  write, 

In  beams  of  inextinguifliable  light, 

His  names  of  wifdom,  goodnefs,  pow'r,  and  love, 

On  all  that  blooms  below  or  mines  above ; 

To  catch  the  wand'ring  notice  of  mankind, 

And  teach  the  world,  if  not  perverfely  blind, 

His  gracious  attributes,  and  prove  the  fhare 

His  offspring  hold  in  his  paternal  care. 

If,  led  from  earthly  things  to  things  divine, 

His  creature  thwart  not  his  auguft  defign, 

Then  praife  is  heard  inftead  of  reas'ning  pride, 

And  captious  cavil  and  complaint  fubfide. 

Nature,  employ 'd  in  her  allotted  place, 

Is  handmaid  to  the  purpofes  of  grace ; 

By  good  vouchfaf 'd,  makes  known  fuperior  good, 

And  blifs  not  feen,  by  bleflings  undcrftood : 

That  blifs,  reveal'd  in  fcripture,  with  a  glow 

Bright  as  the  covenant-enfuring  bow, 

Fires  all  his  feelings  with  a  noble  fcorn 

Of  fenfual  evil,  and  thus  Hope  is  born. 

Hope  fets  the  ftamp  of  vanity  on  all 
That  men  have  deem'd  fubftantial  iince  the  fall, 
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Yet  has  the  wondrous  virtue  to  educe 
From  emptinefs  itfelf  a  real  ufej 
And,  while  ihe  takes,  as  at  a  father's  hand, 
What  health  and  fober  appetite  demand, 
From  fading  good  derives,  with  chemic  art, 
That  lading  happinefs,  a  thankful  heart. 
Hope,  with  uplifted  foot  fet  free  from  earth, 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth, 
On  fteady  wings  fails  through  th'  immenfe  abyfs, 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  from  bow'rs  of  blifs, 
And  crowns  the  foul,  while  yet  a  mourner  here, 
With  wreaths  like  thofe  triumphant  fpirits  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  fure,  holds  faft 
The  Chriftian  vefiel,  and  defies  the  blaft. 
Hope!  nothing  elfe  can  nourifh  and  fecure 
His  new-born  virtues,  and  preferve  him  pure. 
Hope !  let  the  wretch,  once  confcious  of  the  joy, 
Whom  now  defpairing  agonies  deftroy, 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  fo  well  as  he, 
What  treafures  centre,  what  delights,  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  fpices,  and  the  land 
That  boafts  the  treafure,  all  at  his  command ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th'  ineftimable  mine, 
Werelight  when  weigh'd  againftone  fmile  of  thine. 
8 
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Though  clafp'd  and  cradled  in  his  nurfe's  arms, 
He  fliine  with  all  a  cherub's  artlefs  charms, 
Man  is  the  genuine  offspring  of  revolt, 
Stubborn  and  fturdy — a  wild  afs's  colt; 
His  paflions,  like  the  wat'ry  {lores  that  fleep 
Beneath  the  fmiling  furface  of  the  deep, 
Wait  but  the  laflies  of  a  wintry  ftorm, 
To  frown  and  roar,  and  lhake  his  feeble  form. 
From  infancy,  through  childhood's  giddy  maze, 
Froward  at  fchool,  and  fretful  in  his  plays, 
The  puny  tyrant  burns  to  fubjugate 
The  free  republic  of  the  whip-gig  Hate. 
If  one,  his  equal  in  athletic  frame, 
Or,  more  provoking  ftill,  of  nobler  name, 
Dares  ftep  acrofs  his  arbitrary  views, 
An  Iliad,  only  not  in  verfe,  enfues : 
The  little  Greeks  look  trembling  at  the  fcales, 
Till  the  beft  tongne,  or  heavieft  hand,  prevails. 

Now  fee  him  launch'd  into  the  world  at  large. 
If  prieft,  fupinely  droning  o'er  his  charge, 
Their  fleece  his  pillow,  and  his  weekly  drawl, 
Though  fliort,  too  long,  the  price  he  pays  for  all. 
If  lawyer,  loud  whatever  caufe  he  plead, 
But  proudeft  of  the  worft,  if  that  fucceed. 

VOL.  i.  K 
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Perhaps  a  grave  phyfician,  gath'ring  fees, 
Pun6tu'lly  paid  for  length'ning  out  difeafe ; 
No  COTTON,  whofe  humanity  fheds  rays 
That  make  fuperior  fkill  his  fecond  praife. 
Jf  arms  engage  him,  he  devotes  to  fport 
His  date  of  life,  fo  likely  to  be  fhort. 
A  foldier  may  be  any  thing,  if  brave  j 
So  may  a  tradefman,  if  not  quite  a  knave. 
Such  fluff  the  world  is  made  off ;  and  mankind, 
To  paffion,  int'refl,  pleafure,  whim,  refign'd, 
Infift  on,  as  if  each  were  his  own  pope, 
Forgivenefs,  and  the  privilege  of  hope. 
But  confcience,  in  fome  awful  filent  hour, 
When  captivating  lufls  have  loft  their  pow'r — 
Perhaps  when  ficknefs,  or  fome  fearful  dream, 
Reminds  him  of  religion,  hated  theme  ! — 
Starts  from  the  down  on  which  fhe  lately  ilept, 
And  tells  of  laws  defpis'd,  at  leaft  not  kept; 
Shows,  with  a  pointing  finger  but  no  noife, 
A  pale  proceflion  of  pafl  finful  joys, 
All  witneffes  of  bleflings  foully  fcorn'd, 
And  life  abns'd,  and  not  to  be  fuborn'd. 
Mark  thefe,  ihe  fays j  thefe,  fummon'd  from  afar, 
Begin  .their  march,  to  meet  thee  at  the  bar; 
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There  find  a  Judge  inexorably  juft, 

And  perifli  there,  as  all  prefumption  muft. 

Peace  be  to  thofe  (fuch  peace  as  earth  can  give) 
Who  live  in  pleafure,  dead  ev'n  while  they  livej 
Bora  capable,  indeed,  of  heav'nly  truth  ; 
But  down  to  lateft  age,  from  earlieft  youth, 
Their  mind  a  wildernefs,  through  want  of  care, 
The  plough  of  wifdotn  never  ent'ring  there. 
Peace  (if  infenlibility  may  claim 
A  right  to  the  meek  honours  of  her  name) 
To  men  of  pedigree,  their  noble  race, 
Emulous  always  of  the  neareft  place 
To  any  throne  except  the  throne  of  grace. 
(Let  cottagers  and  unenlighten'd  fwains 
Revere  the  laws  they  dream  that  heav'n  ordains ; 
Refort  on  Sundays  to  the  houfe  of  pray'r, 
And  alk,  and  fancy  they  find,  bleflings  there.) 
Themfelves,  perhaps,  when  weary  they  retreat 
T'  enjoy  cool  nature  in  a  country  feat, 
T  exchange  the  centre  of  a  thoufand  trades, 
For  clumps,  and  lawns,  and  temples,  and  cafcades, 
May  now  and  then  their  velvet  cufhions  take, 
And  feem  to  pray,  for  good  example  fake ; 
K  2 
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Judging,  in  charity  no  doubt,  the  town 
Pious  enough,  and  having  need  of  none. 
Kind  fouls  !  to  teach  their  tenantry  to  prize 
What  they  themfelves,  without  remorfe,  defpife : 
Nor  hope  have  they,  nor  fear,  of  aught  to  come — 
As  well  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb. 
They  could  have  held  the  condudt  they  purfue, 
Had  Paul  of  Tarfus  liv'd  and  died  a  Jew; 
And  truth,  propos'd  to  reas'ners  wife  as  they, 
Is  a  pearl  caft — completely  caft  away. 

They  die. — Death  lends  them,  pleas'd,  and  as  in 

fport, 

All  the  grim  honours  of  his  ghaftly  court.- 
Far  other  paintings  grace  the  chamber  now, 
Where  late  we  faw  the  mimic  landfcape  glow: 
The  bufy  heralds  hang  the  fable  fcene 
With    mournful    'fcutcheons,    and    dim    lamps 

between ; 

Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around, 
But  they  that  wore  them  move  not  at  the  found ; 
The  coronet,  plac'd  idly  at  their  head, 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  degraded  dead, 
And  ev'n  the  flar  that  glitters  on  the  bier 
Can  only  fay — Nobility  lies  here. 
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Peace  to  all  fuch — 'twere  pity  to  offend, 
By  ufelefs  cenfnre,  whom  we  cannot  mend ; 
Life  without  hope  can  clofe  but  in  defpair — 
'Twas  there  we  found  them,  and  muft  leave  them 
there. 

As,  when  two  pilgrims  in  a  foreft  ftray, 
Both  may  be  loft,  yet  each  in  his  own  wayj 
So  fares  it  with  the  multitudes  beguil'd 
In  vain  opinion's  waite  and  dang'rous  wild. 
Ten  thoufand  rove  the  brakes  and  thorns  among, 
Some  eaftward,  and  fome  weftward,  and  all  wrong. 
But  here,  alas  !  the  fatal  difference  lies — 
Each  man's  belief  is  right  in  his  own  eyes  j 
And  he  that  blames,  what  they  have  blindly  chofe, 
Incurs  refentment  for  the  love  he  fhows. 

Say,  botanift,  within  whofe  province  fall 
The  cedar  and  the  hyflbp  on  the  wall, 
Of  all  that  deck  the  lanes,  the  fields,  the  bow'rs, 
What  parts  the  kindred  tribes  of  weeds  and  flow'rs  ? 
Sweet  fcent,  or  lovely  form,  or  both  combin'd, 
Diflinguifh  ev'ry  cultivated  kind  ; 
The  want  of  both  denotes  a  meaner  breed, 
And  Chloe  from  her  garland  picks  the  weed. 
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Thus  hopes  of  ev'ry  fort,  whatever  feet 
Efteem  them,  fow  them,  rear  them,  and  proteft, 
If  wild  in  nature,  and  not  duly  found, 
Gethfemane,  in  thy  dear  hallowed  ground, 
That  cannot  bear  the  blaze  of  fcripture  light, 
Nor  cheer  the  fpirit,  nor  refrefh  the  fight, 
Nor  animate  the  foul  to  Chriftian  deeds, 
(Oh  caft  them  from  thee!)  are  weeds,  arrant  weeds. 

Ethelred's  houfe,  the  centre  of  fix  ways, 
Diverging  each  from  each,  like  equal  rays, 
Himfelf  as  bountiful  as  April  rains, 
Lord  paramount  of  the  furrounding  plains, 
Would  give  relief  of  bed  and  board  to  none, 
But  guefts  that  fought  it  in  th'  appointed  ONE. 
And  they  might  enter  at  his  open  door, 
Ev'n  till  his  fpacious  hall  would  hold  no  more. 
He  fent  a  fervant  forth  by  ev'ry  road, 
To  found  his  horn  and  publim  it  abroad, 
That  all  might  mark — knight,  menial,  high  and 

low — 

An  ord'nance  it  concern'd  them  much  to  know. 
If,  after  all,  fome  headftrong  hardy  lout 
Would  difobey,  though  fure  to  be  (hut  out, 
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Could  he  with  reafon  murmur  at  his  cafe, 
Himfelf  fole  author  of  his  own  difgrace  ? 
No  !  the  decree  was  juft  and  without  flaw} 
And  he  that  made,  had  right  to  make,  the  law; 
His  fov 'reign  pow'r  and  pleafure  unreftrain'd, 
The  wrong  was  his  who  wrongfully  complain'd. 

Yet  half  mankind  maintain  a  churlifh  ftrife 
With  him  the  Donor  of  eternal  life, 
Becaufe  the  deed,  by  which  his  love  confirms 
The  largefs  he  beftows,  prefcribes  the  terms. 
Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  enfures — 
Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  your's. 
And  fure  it  is  as  kind  to  fmile  and  give,, 
As  with  a  frown  to  fay — Do  this,  and  live ! 
Love  is  not  pedlar's  trump'ry,  bought  and  fold  j 
He  "will  give  freely,  or  he  *will  withhold  \ 
His  foul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought, 
And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 
He  ftipulates,  indeed,  but  merely  this — 
That  man  will  freely  take  an  unbought  blifs, 
Will  truft  him  for  a  faithful  gen'rous  part, 
Nor  fet  a  price  upon  a  willing  heart. 
Of  all  the  ways  that  feem'd  to  promife  fair, 
To  place  you  where  his  faints  his  prefence  ihare, 
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This  only  can;  for  this  plain  caufe,  exprefs'd 
In  terms  as  plain— himfelf  has  fhut  the  reft. 
But  oh  the  ftrife,  the  bick'ring,  and  debate, 
The  tidings  of  unpurchas'd  heav'n  create  ! 
The  flirted  fan,  the  bridle,  and  the  tofs, 
All  fpeakers,  yet  all  language  at  a  lofs. 
From  ftucco'd  walls  fmart  arguments  rebound; 
And  beaus,  adepts  in  ev'ry  thing  profound, 
Die  of  difdain,  or  whittle  off  the  found. 
Such  is  the  clamour  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 
Th'  explofion  of  the  levell'd  tube  excites, 
Where  mould'ring  abbey-walls  o'erhang  the  glade, 
And  oaks  coeval  fpread  a  mournful  fliade. 
The  fcreaming  nations,  hov'ring  in  mid  air, 
Loudly  refent  the  Granger's  freedom  there, 
And  feem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat 
His  bold  intrufion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

Adieu,  Vinofa  cries,  ere  yet  he  fips 
The  purple  bumper,  trembling  at  his  lips, 
Adieu  to  all  morality — if  grace 
Make  works  a  vain  ingredient  in  the  cafe ! 
The  Chriftian  hope  is — Waiter,  draw  the  cork — 
If  I  miftake  not— Blockhead  !  with  a  fork ! — 
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Without  good  works,  whatever  fome  may  boaft, 
Mere  folly  and  delufion — Sir,  your  toaft  ! — 
My  firm  perfuafion  is,  at  leatt  fometimes, 
That  heav'nwill  weigh  man's  virtues  and  his  crime* 
With  nice  attention,  in  a  righteous  fcale, 
And  fave  or  damn  as  thefe  or  thofe  prevail. 
I  plant  my  foot  upon  this  ground  of  truft, 
And  (ilence  ev'ry  fear  with— God  is  juft. 
But  if  perchance,  on  fome  dull  drizzling  day, 
A  thought  intrude  that  fays,  or  feems  to  fay, 
If  thus  th'  important  caule  is  to  be  tried, 
Suppofe  the  beam  ihould  dip  on  the  wrong  lidej 
I  foon  recover  from  thefe  needlefs  frights, 
And,  God  is  merciful — fets  all  to  rights. 
Thus,  between  juftice,  as  my  prime  fupport, 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  laft  refort, 
I  glide  and  deal  along  with  heav'n  in  view, 
And — pardon  me— the  bottle  flands  with  you. 

I  never  will  believe,  the  col'nel  cries, 
The  fanguinary  fcheines  that  fome  devife, 
Who  make  the  good  Creator,  on  their  plan, 
A  being  of  lefs  equity  than  man. 
If  appetite,  or  what  divines  call  luft, 
Which  men  comply  with,  e'en  becaufe  they  muft, 
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Be  puniuYd  with  perdition,  who  is  pure  ? 

Then  their's,  no  doubt,  as  well  as  mine,  is  furc* 

If  fentence  of  eternal  pain  belong 

To  ev'ry  fudden  flip  and  tranfient  wrong, 

Then  heav'n  enjoins  the  fallible  and  frail 

An  hopelefs  talk,  and  damns  them  if  they  fail ! 

My  creed,  (whatever  fome  creed-makers  mean 

By  Athanafian  nonfenfe,  or  Nicene) 

My  creed  is — he  is  fafe  that  does  his  beft, 

And  death's  a  doom  fufficient  for  the  reft. 

Right,  fays  an  enfign ;  and,  for  aught  I  fee, 
Your  faith  and  mine  fubftantially  agree  > 
The  beft  of  ev'ry  man's  performance  here 
Is  to  difcharge  the  duties  of  his  fphere. 
A  lawyer's  dealings  Ihould  be  juft  and  fair — 
Honefty  fhines  with  great  advantage  there. 
Failing  and  pray'r  fit  well  upon  a  prieft — 
A  decent  caution  and  referve  at  leaft. 
A  foldier's  beft  is  courage  in  the  field, 
With  nothing  here  that  wants  to  be  conceal'd : 
Manly  deportment,  gallant,  eafy,  gay; 
An  hand  as  lib'ral  as  the  light  of  day. 
The  foldier  thus  endow'd,  who  never  fhrinks, 
Nor  clofets  up  his  thought,  whate'er  he  thinks, 
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Who  fcorns  to  do  an  injury  by  ftealth, 
Muft  go  to  heav'n — and  I  muft  drink  his  health. 
Sir  Smug,  he  cries,  (for  loweft  at  the  board — 
Juft  made  fifth  chaplain  of  his  patron  lord, 
His  ilioulders  witneffing  by  many  a  fhrug 
How  much  his  feelings  fuffered — fat  Sir  Smug) 
Your  office  is  to  winnow  falfe  from  true  j 
Come,  prophet,  drink,  and  tell  us — What  think 

you? 

Sighing  and  fmiling  as  he  takes  his  glafs, 
Which  they  that  woo  preferment  rarely  pafs, 
Fallible  man,  the  church-bred  youth  replies, 
Is  ftill  found  fallible,  however  wife  j 
And  diff'ring  judgments  ferve  but  to  declare 
That  truth  lies  fomewhere,  if  we  knew  but  where. 
Of  all  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read, 
Of  critics  now  alive,  or  long  lince  dead, 
The  book  of  all  the  world  that  charm'd  me  moft 
Was — well-a-day,  the  title  page  was  loft ! 
The  writer  well  remarks,  an  heart  that  know* 
To  take  with  gratitude  what  heaven  beflows, 
With  prudence  always  ready  at  our  call 
To  guide  our  ufe  of  it,  is  all  in  all. 
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Doubtlefs  it  is.— To  which,  of  my  own  ftore, 
I  fuperadd  a  few  eflentials  more; 
But  thefe,  excufe  the  liberty  I  take, 

I  wave  juft  now,  for  converfation  fake. 

Spoke  like  an  oracle,  they  all  exclaim, 

And  add  Right  Rev' rend  to  Smug's  honour'd  name ! 

And  yet  our  lot  is  giv'n  us  in  a  land 
Where  bufy  arts  are  never  at  a  ftand  ; 
Where  fcience  points  her  telefcopic  eye, 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  Iky ; 
Where  bold  inquiry,  diving  out  of  fight, 
Brings  many  a  precious  pearl  of  truth  to  light ; 
Where  nought  eludes  the  perfevering  quell, 
That  falhion,  tafte,  or  luxury,  fuggeft. 

But,  above  all,  in  her  own  light  array'd, 
See  mercy's  grand  apocalypfe  difplay'd  ! 
The  facred  book  no  longer  fuffers  wrong, 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  unknown  tongue ; 
But  fpeaks  with  plainnefs,  art  could  never  mend, 
What  fimpleft  minds  can  fooneft  comprehend. 
God  gives  the  word — the  preachers  throng  around, 
Live  from  his  lips,  and  fpread  the  glorious  found : 
That  found  befpeaks  falvation  on  her  way, 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-reftoring  day! 
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Tis  heard  where  England's  eaftern  glory  mines, 
And  in  the  gulphs  of  her  Cornubian  mines. 
And  ftill  it  fpreads.     See  Germany  fend  forth 
Her  fons  *  to  pour  it  on  the  fartheft  north  : 
Fir'd  with  a  zeal  peculiar,  they  defy 
The  rage  and  rigour  of  a  polar  iky, 
And  plant  fuccefsfully  fweet  Sharon's  rofe 
On  icy  plains,  and  in  eternal  fnows. 

Oh,  bleft  within  th'  enclofure  of  your  rocks, 
Nor  herds  have  ye  to  boaft,  nor  bleating  flocks j 
No  fertilizing  ftreams  your  fields  divide, 
That  fhow,  revers'd,  the  villas  on  their  fide$ 
No  groves  have  ye ;  no  cheerful  found  of  bird, 
Or  voice  of  turtle,  in  your  land  is  heard ; 
Nor  grateful  eglantine  regales  the  fmell 
Of  thofe  that  walk  at  ev'ning  where  ye  dwell : 
But  winter,  arm'd  with  terrors  here  unknown, 
Sits  abfolute  on  his  unfhaken  throne  j 
Piles  up  his  flores  amidft  the  frozen  wafte, 
And  bids  the  mountains  he  has  built  ftand  faft ; 
Beckons  the  legions  of  his  florms  away 
From  happier  fcenes,  to  make  your  land  a  prey; 

*  The  Moravian  miflionarks  in  Greenland.     Vide  Krantz. 
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Proclaims  the  foil  a  conqueft  he  has  won, 
And  fcorns  to  fliare  it  with  the  diftant  fun. 
— Yet  truth  is  your's,  remote,  unenvied  ifle  ! 
And  peace,  the  genuine  offspring  of  her  fmilej 
The  pride  of  letter'd  ignorance,  that  binds 
In  chains  of  errour  our  accomplim'd  minds, 
That  decksj  with  all  the  fplendour  of  the  true, 
A  falfe  religion,  is  unknown  to  you. 
Nature  indeed  vouchfafes,  for  our  delight, 
The  fweet  viciflitudes  of  day  and  night ; 
Soft  airs  and  genial  moiflure  feed  and  cheer 
Field,  fruit,  and  flow'r,  and  ev'ry  creature  here ; 
But  brighter  beams,  than  his  who  fires  the  ikies, 
Have  ris'n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes, 
That  {hoot  into  your  darkeft  caves  the  day, 
From  which  our  nicer  optics  turn  away. 

Here  fee  th'  encouragement  grace  gives  to  vice, 
The  dire  effe£t  of  mercy  without  price  ! 
What  were  they  ?  what  fome  fools  are  made  by  art, 
They  were  by  nature— atheifts,  head  and  heart. 
The  grofs  idolatry  blind  heathens  teach 
Was  too  refin'd  for  them,  beyond  their  reach. 
Not  ev'n  the  glorious  fun — though  men  revere 
The  monarch  moft  that  feldom  will  appear, 


M  O  P  K.  143 

And  tho'  his  beams,  that  quicken  where  they  fhine, 
May  claim  fome  right  to  be  efteem'd  divine — 
Not  e'en  the  fun,  defirable  as  rare, 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  vot'ry  there ! 
They  were,  what  bafe  credulity  believes 
True  Chriftians  are,  diflemblers,  drunkards,  thieves. 
The  full-gorged  favage,  at  his  naufeous  feaft 
Spent  half  the  darknefs,  and  fnor'd  out  the  reft, 
Was  one  whom  juftice,  on  an  equal  plan, 
Denouncing  death  upon  the  fins  of  man, 
Might  almoil  have  indulged  with  an  efcape, 
Chargeable  only  with  an  human  fhape. 

What  are  they  now? — Morality  may  fpare 
Her  grave  concern,  her  kind  fufpicions,  there : 
The  wretch,  who  once  fang  wildly,  danc'd  and 

laugh'd, 

And  fuck'd  in  dizzy  madnefs  with  his  draught, 
Has  wept  a  filent  flood,  revers'd  his  ways, 
Is  fober,  meek,  benevolent,  and  prays, 
Feeds  fparingly,  communicates  his  ftore, 
Abhors  the  craft  he  boafted  of  before — 
And  he  that  ftole  has  learn'd  to  fteal  no  more. 
Well  fpake  the  prophet,  Let  the  defert  fing, 
Where  fprang  the  thorn  the  fpiry  fir  fhall  fpring, 
7 
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And  where  unfightly  and  rank  thirties  grew 
Shall  grow  the  myrtle  and  luxuriant  yew. 

"  Go  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what  foundation  virtue  is  to  ftand, 
If  felf-exalting  claims  be  turn'd  adrift, 
And  grace  be  grace  indeed,  and  life  a  gift. 
The  poor  reclaim'd  inhabitant,  his  eyes 
Glift'ning  at  once  with  pity  and  furprife, 
Amaz'd  that  fhadows  fhould  obfcure  the  fight 
Of  one  whofe  birth  was  in  a  land  of  light, 
Shall  anfwer,  Hope,  fweet  hope,  has  fet  me  free, 
And  made  all  pleafures  elfe  mere  drofs  to  me. 

Tiiefe,  amidft  fcenes  as  wafte  as  if  denied 
The  common  care  that  waits  on  all  befide, 
"Wild  as  if  nature  there,  void  of  all  good, 
Play'd  only  gambols  in  a  frantic  mood, 
(Yet  charge  not  heav'nly  fkill  with  having  plann'd 
A  play-thing  world,  unworthy  of  his  hand!) 
Can  fee  his  love,  though  fecret  evil  lurks 
In  all  we  touch,  ftamp'd  plainly  on  his  works ; 
Deem  life  a  blefling  with  its  numerous  woes, 
Nor  fpurn  away  a  gift  a  God  beftows. 
Hard  taflc,  indeed,  o'er  ar&ic  feas  to  roam  ! 
Is  hope  exotic  ?  grows  it  not  at  home  ? 
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Yes,  but  an  objeft,  bright  as  orient  morn, 
May  prcfs  the  eye  too  clofely  to  be  born  j 
A  diftant  virtue  we  can  all  confefs, 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moves  our  envy,  lefs. 

Leuconomus  (beneath  well-founding  Greek 
I  flur  a  name  a  poet  muft  not  fpeak) 
Stood  pilloried  on  infamy's  high  ftage, 
And  bore  the  pelting  fcore  of  half  an  age  j 
The  very  butt  of  flander,  and  the  blot 
For  ev'ry  dart  that  malice  ever  Ihot. 
The  man  that  mentioned  him  at  once  difmifs'd 
All  mercy  from  his  lips,  and  fneer'd  and  hifs'd; 
His  crimes  were  fuch  as  Sodom  never  knew, 
And  perjury  ftood  up  to  fwear  all  true ; 
His  aim  was  mifchief,  and  his  zeal  pretence, 
His  fpeech  rebellion  againft  common  fenfe  j 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honefty's  plain  rule, 
And,  when  by  that  of  reafon,  a  mere  fool  j 
The  world's  beft  comfort  was,  his  doom  was  pafs'd ; 
Die  when  he  might,  he  muft  be  damn'd  at  laft. 

Now,  truth,  perform  thine  office ;  waft  afide 
T,he  curtain  drawn  by  prejudice  and  pride, 
Reveal  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wond'ring  eyes 
This  more  than  monfler  in  his  proper  guife. 

VOL.  i.  L 
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He  lov'd  the  world  that  hated  him  :  the  tear 
That  dropped  upon  his  Bible  was  fincere  : 
AfTail'd  by  fcandal  and  the  tongue  of  ftrife, 
His  only  anfwer  was,  a  blamelefs  life ; 
And  he  that  forg'd,  and  he  that  threw,  the  dart, 
Had  each  a  brother's  int'reft  in  his  heart ! 
Paul's  love  of  Chrift,  and  fteadinefs  unbrib'd, 
Were  copied  clofe  in  him,  and  well  tranfcrib'd. 
He  followed  Paul — his  zeal  a  kindred  flame, 
His  apoftolic  charity  the  fame. 
Like  him,  crofs'd  cheerfully  tempeftuous  feas, 
Forfaking  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  eafe  ; 
Like  him  he  labour'd,  and,  like  him,  content 
To  bear  it,  fuffer'd  fhame  where'er  he  went. 

Blufh,  calumny !  and  write  upon  his  tomb, 
If  honeft  eulogy  can  fpare  thee  room, 
Thy.deep  repentance  of  thy  thoufand  lies, 
Which,aim'dathim,have  pierc'd  th' offended  ikies; 
And  fay,  Blot  out  my  fin,  confefs'd,  deplor'd, 
Againft  thine  image  in  thy  faint,  oh  Lord  ! 

No  blinder  bigot,  I  maintain  it  ftill, 
Than  he  who  muft  have  pleafure,  come  what  will : 
He  laughs,  whatever  weapon  truth  may  draw, 
And  deems  her  fharp  artillery  mere  ftraw. 
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Scripture,  indeed,  is  plain  j  but  God  and  he, 
On  fcripture-ground,  are  fure  to  difagree  j 
Some  wifer  rule  muft  teach  him  how  to  live, 
Than  this  his  Maker  has  feen  fit  to  give  -, 
Supple  and  flexible  as  Indian  cane, 
To  take  the  bend  his  appetites  ordain ; 
Contriv'd  to  fuit  frail  nature's  crazy  cafe, 
And  reconcile  his  lufts  with  faving  grace. 
By  this,  with  nice  precifion  of  defign, 
He  draws  upon  life's  map  a  zig-zag  line, 
That  fhows  how  far  'tis  fafe  to  follow  fin, 
And  where  his  danger  and  God's  wrath  begin. 
By  this  he  forms,  as  pleas'd  he  fports  along, 
His  well  pois'd  ellimate  of  right  and  wrong ; 
And  finds  the  modifh  manners  of  the  day, 
Though  loofe,  as  harmlefs  as  an  infant's  play. 

Build  by  whatever  plan  caprice  decrees, 
With  what  materials,  on  what  ground,  you  pleafe  j 
Your  hope  fhall  ftand  unblam'd,  perhaps  admir'd, 
If  not  that  hope  the  fcripture  has  requir'd. 
The  ftrange  conceits,vain  projects, and  wild  dreams, 
With  which  hypocrify  for  ever  teems, 
(Though  other  follies  ftrike  the  public  eye, 
And  raife  a  laugh)  pafs  unmolefted  byj 
L  2 


148  HOPE. 

But  if,  unblameable  in  word  and  thought, 

A  man  arife — a  man  whom  God  has  taught, 

With  all  Elijah's  dignity  of  tone, 

And  all  the  love  of  the  beloved  John — 

To  ftorm  the  citadels  they  build  in  air, 

And  fmite  th'  untemper'd  wall ;  'tis  death  to  fpare! 

To  fvveep  away  all  refuges  of  lies, 

And  place,  inftead  of  quirks  themfelves  devife, 

Lama  fabafthani  before  their  eyes ; 

To  prove  that  without  Chriil  all  gain  is  lofs, 

All  hope  dcfpair,  that  ftands  not  on  his  crofs; 

Except  the  few  his  God  may  have  imprefs'd, 

A  tenfold  frenzy  feizes  all  the  reft. 

Throughout  mankind,  the  Chrirlian  kind  at  lea  ft, 
There  dwells  a  confcioufnefs  in  ev'ry  breaft, 
That  folly  ends  where  genuine  hope  begins, 
And  he  that  rinds  his  heav'n  muft  lofe  his  fin?. 
Nature  oppofes,  with  her  utmoft  force, 
This  riving  ftroke,  this  ultimate  divorce ; 
And,  while  religion  feems  to  be  her  view, 
Hates  with  a  deep  lincerity  the  true: 
For  this — of  all  that  ever  influenc'd  man, 
Since  Abel  wormipp'd,  or  the  world  began — 
This  only  fpares  no  luft ;  admits  no  plea  ; 
But  makes  him,  if  at  all,  completely  free  j 
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Sounds  forth  the  fignal,  as  fhe  mounts  her  car, 
Of  an  eternal,  univerfal  war  ; 
Reje&s  all  treaty  5  penetrates  all  wiles ; 
Scorns  with  the  fame  indifTrence  frowns  and  fmiles; 
Drives  through  the  realms  of  fin,  where  riot  reels, 
And  grinds  his  crown  beneath  her  burning  wheels! 
Hence  all  that  is  in  man — pride,  paffion,  art, 
Pow'rs  of  the  mind,  and  feelings  of  the  heart — 
Infenfible  of  truth's  almighty  charms, 
Starts  at  her  firft  approach,  and  founds,  To  arms ! 
While  bigotry,  with  well  diffembled  fears, 
His  eyes  fliat  fa  ft,  his  fingers  in  his  ears, 
Mighty  to  parry  and  pulh  by  God's  word 
With  fenfelefs  noife,  his  argument  the  fword, 
Pretends  a  zeal  for  godlinefs  and  grace, 
And  fpits  abhorrence  in  the  Chriftian's  face. 

Parent  of  hope,  immortal  truth !  make  known 
Thy  deathlefs  wreaths  and  triumphs,  all  thine  own : 
The  filent  progrefs  of  thy  pow'r  is  fuch, 
Thy  means  fo  feeble,  and  defpis'd  fo  much, 
That  few  believe  the  wonders  thou  haft  wrought, 
And  none  can  teach  them  but  whom  thou  haft 

taught. 

Oh,  fee  me  fworn  to  ferve  thce,  and  command 
A  painter's  Ikill  into  a  poet's  hand ! 
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That,  while  I,  trembling,  trace  a  work  divine, 

Fancy  may  Hand  aloof  from  the  defign, 

And  light,  and  fhade,  and  ev'ry  ftroke,  be  thine. 

If  ever  thou  haft  felt  another's  pain, 
If  ever  when  he  figh'd  haft  figh'd  again, 
If  ever  on  thy  eye-lid  flood  the  tear 
That  pity  had  engender'd,  drop  one  here  ! 
This  man  was  happy — had  the  world's  good  word, 
And  with  it  ev'ry  joy  it  can  afford ; 
Friendfhip  and  love  feem'd  tenderly  at  ftrife, 
Which  moft  Ihould  fweeten  his  untroubled  life ; 
Politely  learn 'd,  and  of  a  gentle  race, 
Good-breeding  and  good  fenfe  gave  all  a  grace, 
And,  whether  at  the  toilette  of  the  fair 
He  laugh'd  and  trifled,  made  him  welcome  there, 
Or,  if  in  mafculine  debate  he  fhar'd, 
Enfur'd  him  mute  attention  and  regard. 
Alas,  how  chang'd ! — Expreffive  of  his  mind, 
His  eyes  are  funk,  arms  folded,  head  reclin'd  j 
Thofe  awful  fyllables,  hell,  death,  and  fin, 
Though  whifper'd,  plainly  tell  what  works  within  j 
That  confcience  there  performs  her  proper  part, 
And  writes  a  doomfday  fentence  on  his  heart ! 
Forfaking,  and  forfaken  of  all  friends, 
He  now  perceives  where  earthly  pleafure  ends $ 
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Hard  taik— for  one  who  lately  knew  no  care, 
And  harder  ftill,  as  learnt  beneath  defpair ! 
His  hours  no  longer  pafs  unmark'd  away, 
A  dark  importance  faddens  every  day; 
He  hears  the  notice  of  the  clock,  perplex'd, 
And  cries — perhaps  eternity  itrikes  next ! 
Sweet  mufic  is  no  longer  mufic  here, 
And  laughter  founds  like  madnefs  in  his  ear: 
His  grief  the  world  of  #11  her  pow'r  difarms  j 
Wine  has  no  tafte,  and  beauty  has  no  charms : 
God's  holy  word,  once  trivial  in  his  view, 
Now  by  the  voice  of  his  experience  true, 
Seems,  as  it  is,  the  fountain  whence  alone 
Mufl  fpring  that  hope  he  pants  to  make  his  own. 

Now  let  the  bright  reverfe  be  known  abroad  j 
Say  man's  a  worm,  and  pow'r  belongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  his  country's  laws 
Have  juftly  doom'd  for  fome  atrocious  caufe, 
Expeds,  in  darknefs  and  heart-chilling  fears, 
The  fhameful  clofe  of  all  his  mifpent  years  j 
If  chance,  on  heavy  pinions  flowly  born, 
A  tempeft  ufher  in  the  dreaded  morn, 
Upon  his  dungeon  walls  the  lightning  play, 
The  thunder  feeras  to  fummon  him  away, 
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The  warder  at  the  door  his  key  applies, 
Shoots  back  the  bolt,  and  all  his  courage  dies : 
If  then,  juii  then,  all  thoughts  of  mercy  loft, 
When  hope,  long  ling'ring,  at  1  aft  yields  the  ghoft, 
The  found  of  pardon  pierce  his  ftartled  ear, 
He  drops  at  once  his  fetters  and  his  fear; 
A  tranfport  glows  in  all  he  looks  and  fpeaks, 
And  the  firft  thankful  tears  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  far  fuperior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  comfort  of  a  few  poor  added  days, 
Invades,  poffeffes,  and  o'erwhelms,  the  foul 
Of  him,  whom  hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole. 
'Tis  heav'n,  all  heav'n,  defcending  on  the  wings 
Of  the  glad  legions  of  the  King  of  kings ; 
'Tis  more — 'tis  God  diffus'd  through  ev'ry  part, 
'Tis  God  himlelf  triumphant  in  his  heart! 
Oh,  welcome  now  the  fun's  once  hated  light, 
His  noon- day  beams  were  never  half  fo  bright. 
Not  kindred  minds  alone  are  call'd  t'  employ 
Their  hours,  their  days,  in  lift'ning  to  his  joy; 
Unconfcious  nature,  all  that  he  furveys, 
Rocks,  groves,  and  ftreams,  muft  join  him  in  his 

praife. 

Thefe  are  thy  glorious  works,  eternal  truth, 
The  feoff  of  wither'd  age  and  beardlefs  youth ; 
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Thefe  move  the  cenfure  and  illib'ral  grin 

Of  fools  that  hate  thee  and  delight  in  fin  : 

But  thefe  fhall  laft  when  night  has  quench'd  the 

pole, 

And  heav'n  is  all  departed  as  a  fcroll : 
And  when,  as  juftice  has  long  (ince  decreed, 
This  earth  (hall  blaze,  and  a  new  world  fucceed. 
Then  thefe  thy  glorious  works,  and  they  who  (hare 
That  hope  which  can  alone  exclude  defpair, 
Shall  live  exempt  from  weaknefs  and  decay, 
The  brightett  wonders  of  an  endlefs  day. 

Happy  the  bard,  (if  that  fair  name  belong 
To  him  that  blends  no  fable  with  his  fong) 
Whofe  lines,  uniting,  by  an  honeft  art, 
The  faithful  monitor's  and  poet's  part, 
Seek  to  delight,  that  they  may  mend  mankind, 
And,  while  they  captivate,  inform  the  mind  : 
Still  happier,  if  he  till  a  thankful  foil, 
And  fruit  reward  his  honourable  toil : 
But  happier  far,  who  comfort  thofe  that  wait 
To  hear  plain  truth  at  Judah's  hallow'd  gate. 
Their  language  fimple,  as  their  manners  meek, 
No  ihining  ornaments  have  they  to  feek  ; 
Nor  labour  they,  nor  time,  nor  talents,  wafte, 
In  forting  flow'rs  to  fuit  a  fickle  taftej 
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But,  while  they  fpeak  the  wifdom  of  the  Ikies, 
Which  art  can  only  darken  and  difguife, 
Th'  abundant  harveft,  recompenfe  divine, 
Repays  their  work — the  gleaning  only  mine. 
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•  Qua  nihil  majus  meliufve  terns 
Fata  donavere,  boniq;  divi, 
Nee  dalunt,  quamvis  redeant  in  aurum 
Te?npora  prifcwn. 

Hoa.  Lib.  IV.  Ode  2. 


FAIREST  and  forcmoft  of  the  train,  that  wait 
On  man's  moft  dignified  and  happiefl  ftate, 
Whether  we  name  thee  Charity  or  love, 
Chief  grace  below,  and  all  in  all  above, 
Profper  (I  prefs  thee  with  a  pow'rful  plea) 
A  tafk  I  venture  on,  impell'd  by  thee : 
Oh,  never  feen  but  in  thy  bled  effe&s, 
Or  felt  but  in  the  foul  that  heav'n  fele&sj 
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Who  feeks  to  praifc  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 
To  other  hearts,  muft  have  thee  in  his  own. 
Come,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  deiires, 
Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires, 
And,  though  difgrac'd  and  flighted,  to  redeem 
A  poet's  name,  by  making  thee  the  theme. 

God,  working  ever  on  a  focial  plan, 
By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man  : 
He  made  at  firft,  though  free  and  unconfin'd, 
One  man  the  common  father  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev'ry  tribe,  though  placed  as  he  fees  beft, 
Where  feas  or  deferts  part  them  from  the  reft, 
Diff 'ring  in  language,  manners,  or  in  face, 
Might  feel  themfelves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
When  Cook — lamented,  and  with  tears  as  juft 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  duft — 
Steer'd  Britain's  oak  into  a  world  unknown, 
And  in  his  country's  glory  fought  his  own, 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true, 
The  rights  of  man  were  facred  in  his  view. 
He  footh'd  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  fmile, 
The  fimple  native  of  the  new-found  ifle; 
He  fpurn'd  the  wretch  that  flighted  or  withftood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood, 
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Nor  would  endure  that  any  fhould  controul 
His  free-born  brethren  of  the  fouthern  pole. 

But,  though  fome  nobler  minds  a  law  refpett, 
That  none  fhall  with  impunity  neglect, 
In  bafer  fouls  unnumber'd  evils  meet, 
To  thwart  its  influence,  and  its  end  defeat. 
While  Cook  is  lov'd  for  favage  lives  he  fav'd, 
See  Cortez  odious  for  a  world  enflav'd  ! 
Where  waft  thou  then,  fweet  Charity  ?  where  then, 
Thou  tutelary  friend  of  helplefs  men  ? 
Waft  thou  in  monkifh  cells  and  nunn'ries  found, 
Or  building  hofpitals  on  Englifh  ground  ? 
No. — Mammon  makes  the  world  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  love;  and  heav'n  abhors  the  fee. 
Wherever  found,  (and  all  men  need  thy  care) 
Nor  age  nor  infancy  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand  that  flew,  till  it  could  flay  no  more, 
Was  glu'd  to  the  fword-hilt  with  Indian  gore. 
Their  prince,  as  juftly  feated  on  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  ou  his  own, 
Trick'd  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  art, 
That  ftripp'd  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honeft  heart, 
Died,  by  the  fentence  of  a  fhaven  prieft, 
For  fcorning  what  they  taught  him  to  deleft. 
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How  dark  the  veil  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  heav'n's  myfterious  purpofes  and  ways ! 
God  flood  not,  though  he  feetn'd  to  ftand,  aloof ; 
And  at  this  hour  the  conqu'ror  feels  the  proof : 
The  wreath  he  won  drew  down  an  inftant  curfe, 
The  fretting  plague  is  in  the  public  purfe, 
.The  canker' d  fpoil  corrodes  the  pining  ftate, 
Starv'd  by  that  indolence  their  mines  create. 

Oh,  could  their  ancient  Incas  rife  again, 
How  would  they  take  up  Ifrael's  taunting  flrain ! 
Art  thou  too  fall'n,  Iberia  ?   Do  we  fee 
The  robber  and  the  murd'rer  weak  as  we  ? 
Thou,  that  haft  wafted  earth,  and  dar'd  defpife 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  fkies, 
Thy  pomp  is  in  the  grave,  thy  glory  laid 
Low  in  the  pits  thine  avarice  has  made  1 
We  come  with  joy  from  our  eternal  reft, 
To  fee  th'  oppreffor  in  his  turn  opprefs'd. 
Art  thou  the  god,  the  thunder  of  whofe  hand 
Roll'd  over  all  our  defolated  land, 
Shook  principalities  and  kingdoms  down, 
And  made  the  mountains  tremble  at  his  frown. 
The  fvvord  mall  light  upon  thy  boafted  pow'rs, 
And  wafte  them,  as  thy  fword  has  wafted  our'*. 
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'Tis  thus  Omnipotence  his  law  fulfils, 
And  vengeance  executes  what  juftice  wills. 

Again — the  band  of  commerce  was  defign'd 
T'  aflbciate  all  the  branches  of  mankind  j 
And,  if  a  boundlefs  plenty  be  the  robe, 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wife  to  promote  whatever  end  he  means, 
God  opens  fruitful  nature's  various  fcenes  : 
Each  climate  needs  what  other  climes  produce, 
And  offers  fomething  to  the  gen'ral  ufej 
No  land  but  liftens  to  the  common  call, 
And  in  return  receives  fupply  from  all. 
This  genial  intercourfe,  and  mutual  aid, 
Cheers  what  were  elfe  an  univerfal  fhade, 
Calls  nature  from  her  ivy  mantled  den, 
And  foftens  human  rock-work  into  men. 
Ingenious  Art,  with  her  expreflive  face, 
Steps  forth  to  faftiion  and  refine  the  racej 
Not  only  fills  neceffity's  demand, 
But  overcharges  her  capacious  hand  : 
Capricious  tafte  itfelf  can  crave  no  more 
Than  {he  fupplies  from  her  abounding  ftore : 
She  ftrikes  out  all  that  luxury  can  afk, 
And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  endlefs  talk. 
8 
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Her's  is  the  fpacious  arch,  the  (hapely  fpire, 
The  painter's  pencil,  and  the  poet's  lyre; 
From  her  the  canvafs  borrows  light  and  fiiade, 
And  verfe,  more  lafting,  hues  that  never  fade. 
She  guides  the  ringer  o'er  the  dancing  keys, 
Gives  difficulty  all  the  grace  of  eafe, 
And  pours  a  torrent  of  fweet  notes  around, 
Faft  as  the  thirlHng  ear  can  drink  the  found. 

Thefe  are  the  gifts  of  art  5  and  art  thrives  moft 
Where  commerce  has  enrich 'd  the  bufy  coaft. 
He  catches  all  improvements  in  his  flight, 
Spreads  foreign  wonders  in  his  country's  fight, 
Imports  what  others  have  invented  well, 
And  ftirs  his  own  to  match  them,  or  excel. 
'Tis  thus,  reciprocating  each  with  each, 
Alternately  the  nations  learn  and  teach  ; 
While  providence  enjoins  to  ev'ry  foul 
An  union  with  the  vaft  terraqueous  whole. 

Heav'n  fpeed  the  canvafs,  gallantly  unfurl'J 
To  furnifli  and  accommodate  a  world, 
To  give  the  pole  the  produce  of  the  fun, 
And  knit  th'  unfocial  climates  into  one. — 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  heavings  of  the  wave 
Impel  the  fleet  whofe  errand  is  to  fave, 
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To  iuccour,  wafted  regions,  and  replace 
The  (mile  of  opulence  in  forrow's  face.— 
Let  nothing  adverfe,  nothing  unforefeen, 
Impede  the  bark  that  plows  the  deep  ferene, 
Charg'd  with  a  freight  tranfcending  in  its  worth 
The  gems  of  India,  nature's  rareft  birth, 
That  flies,  like  Gabriel  on  his  Lord's  commands, 
An  herald  of  God's  love  to  pagan  lands. 
But,  ah  !  what  with  can  profper,  or  what  pray'r, 
For  merchants,  rich  in  cargoes  of  defpair, 
Who  drive  a  loathfome  traffic,  gage,  and  fpan, 
And  buy,  the  mufcles  and  the  bones  of  man  ? 
The  tender  ties  of  father,  huiband,  friend, 
All  bonds  of  nature,  in  that  moment  end  j 
And  each  endures,  while  yet  he  draws  his  breath, 
A  ilroke  as  fatal  as  the  fcythe  of  death. 
The  fable  warrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  he  loves,  and  never  can  forget, 
Lofes  in  tears  the  far  receding  ihore, 
But  not  the  thought  that  they  muft  meet  no  more; 
Depriv'd  of  her  and  freedom  at  a  blow, 
What  has  he  left  that  he  can  yet  forego  ? 
Yes,  to  deep  fadnefs  fullenly  refign'd, 
He  feels  his  body's  bondage  in  bis  mind; 
VOL.  i.  M 
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Puts  off  his  gen'rous  nature ;  and,  to  fuit 
His  manners  with  his  fate,  puts  on  the  brute. 

Oh,  moft  degrading  of  all  ills  that  wait 
On  man,  a  mourner  in  his  beft  eftate  ! 
All  other  forrows  virtue  may  endure, 
And  find  fubmiffion  more  than  half  a  cure ; 
Grief  is  itfelf  a  med'cine,  and  beftow'd 
T'  improve  the  fortitude  that  bears  the  load, 
To  teach  the  wand'rer,  as  his  woes  increafe, 
The  path  of  wifdom,  all  whofe  paths  are  peace  j 
But  flav'ry ! — virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave  : 
Patience  itfelf  is  meannefs  in  a  flave. 
Or,  if  the  will  and  fov'reignty  of  God 
Bid  fuffer  it  awhile,  and  kifs  the  rod, 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day, 
And  fnap  the  chain  the  moment  when  you  may. 
Nature  imprints  upon  whate'er  we  fee, 
That  has  a  heart  and  life  in  it — Be  free ! 
The  beafts  are  charter'd — neither  age  nor  force 
Can  quell  the  love  of  freedom  in  a  horfe  : 
He  breaks  the  cord  that  held  him  at  the  rack; 
And,  confcious  of  an  unincuraber'd  back, 
Snuffs  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  the  rein, 
Loofe  fly  his  forelock  and  his  ample  mane ; 
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Refponfive  to  the  diftant  neigh  he  neighs; 

Nor  flops,  till,  overleaping  all  delays, 

He  finds  the  pafture  where  his  fellows  graze. 

Canft  thou,  and  honour'd  with  a  Chrifiian  name, 
Buy  what  is  woman -born,  and  feel  no  fhame  ? 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innocence,  and  plead 
Expedience  as  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  may  the  wolf,  whom  famine  has  made  bold 
To  quit  the  foreft  and  invade  the  fold  : 
So  may  the  ruffian,  who  with  ghoftly  glide, 
Dagger  in  hand,  fteals  clofe  to  your  bedfide ; 
Not  he,  but  his  emergence  forc'd  the  door, 
He  found  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 
Has  God  then  giv'n  its  fweetnefs  to  the  cane— 
Unlefs  his  laws  be  trampled  on — in  vain  ? 
Built  a  brave  world,  which  cannot  yet  fub.fi ft, 
Unlefs  his  right  to  rule  it  be  difmifs'd  ? 
Impudent  blafphemy! — So  folly  pleads, 
And,  av'rice  being  judge,  with  eafe  fucceeds. 

But  grant  the  plea — and  let  it  ftand  for  juft, 
That  man  make  man  his  prey  becaufe  he  niujl; 
Still  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate, 
And  foothe,  the  forrows  of  fo  fad  a  ftate. 
M  2 
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A  Briton  knows—or,  if  he  knows  it  not, 

The  Scripture  plac'd  within  his  reach,  he  ought—* 

That  fouls  have  no  difcriminating  hue, 

Alike  important  in  their  Maker's  view; 

That  none  are  free  from  blemifli  fmce  the  fall ; 

And  love  divine  has  paid  one  price  for  all. 

The  wretch  that  works  and  weeps  without  relief 

Has  one  that  notices  his  filent  grief. 

He,  from  whofe  hands  alone  all  pow'r  proceeds, 

Ranks  its  abufe  among  the  fouleft  deeds, 

Considers  all  injuftice  with  a  frown ; 

But  marks  the  man  that  treads  his  fellow  down. 

Begone  ! — the  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  hand 

Are  hateful  enfigns  of  ufurp'd  command. 

Not  Mexico  could  purchafe  kings  a  claim 

To  fcovirge  him,  wearinefs  his  only  blame. 

Remember,  heav'n  has  an  avenging  rod — 

To  fmite  the  poor  is  treafon  againfr.  God  ! 

Trouble  is  grudgingly  and  hardly  brook'd, 
While  life's  fublimeft  joys  are  overlook'd : 
We  wander  o'er  a  fun-burnt  thirfty  foil, 
Murm'ring  and  weary  of  our  daily  toil, 
Forget  t'  enjoy  the  palm-tree's  ofler'd  lhade, 
Or  tafte  the  fountain  in  the  neighb'ring  glade : 
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Elfe  who  would  lofe,  that'  had  the  pow'r  t'  improve, 

Th1  occafion  of  tranfrnuting  fear  to  love  ? 

Oh,  'tis  a  godlike  privilege  to  fave  !  : 

And  he  that  fcorns  it  is  himfelf  a  Have. 

Inform  his  mind — one  flafti  of  heav'nly  day 

Would  heal  his  heart  and  melt  his  chains  away. 

"  Beauty  for  athes"  is  a  gift  indeed ! 

And  Haves,  by  truth  enlarg'd,  are  doubly  freed. 

Then  would  he  fay,  fubmiffive  at  thy  feet, 

While  gratitude  and  love  made  fervice  fweet, 

My  dear  deliv'rer  out  of  hopelefs  night, 

Whofe  bounty  bought  me  but  to  give  me  light, 

I  was  a  bondman  on  my  native  plain  j 

Sin  forg'd,  and  ignorance  made  faft,  the  chain ; 

Thy  lips  have  Ihed  instruction  as  the  dew, 

Taught  me  what  path  to  fliun  and  what  purfuej 

Farewell,  my  former  joys  !  I  figh  no  more 

For  Africa's  once  lov'd,  benighted  fliore } 

Serving  a  benefactor,  I  am  free — 

At  my  bell  home,  if  not  exil'd  from  thee. 

Some  men  make  gain  a  fountain,whence  proceeds 
A  ftream  of  lib'ral  and  heroic  deeds. 
The  fwell  of  pity,  not  to  be  confin'd 
Within  the  icanty  limits  of  the  mind, 
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Difdains  the  bank,  and  throws  the  golden  fands, 
A  rich  depofit,  on  the  bord'ring  lands  : 
Thefe  have  an  ear  for  his  paternal  call, 
Who  makes  fome  rich  for  the  fupply  of  all ; 
God's  gift  with  pleafure  in  his  praife  employ, 
And  THORNTON  is  familiar  with  the  joy. 

Oh,  could  I  worihip  aught  beneath  the  ikies 
That  earth  hath  feen,  or  fancy  can  devife, 
Thine  altar,  facred  liberty,  lliould  ftand, 
Built,  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand, 
With  fragrant  turf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fair 
As  ever  drefs'd  a  bank,  or  fcented  fummer  air  ! 
Duly,  as  ever  on  the  mountain's  height 
The  peep  of  morning  fhed  a  dawning  light, 
Again,  when  ev'ning  in  her  fober  veft 
Drew  the  gray  curtain  of  the  fading  weft, 
My  foul  fhould  yield  thee  willing  thanks  and  praife 
For  the  chief  bleflings  of  my  faireft  days  : 
But  that  were  facrilege— praife  is  not  thine, 
But  his  who  gave  thee,  and  preferves  thee  mine  : 
Elfe  I  would  fay,  and  as  I  fpake  bid  fly 
A  captive  bird  into  the  boundlefs  Iky, 
This  triple  realm  adores  thee — thou  art  come 
From  Sparta  hither,  and  art  here  at  home. 
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We  feel  thy  force  ftill  a&ive,  at  this  hour 

Enjoy  immunity  from  prieitly  pow'r, 

While  confcience,  happier  than  in  ancient  years, 

Owns  no  fuperior  but  the  God  (he  fears. 

Propitious  fpirit !  yet  expunge  a  wrong 

Thy  rights  have  fufter'd,  and  our  land,  too  long. 

Teach  mercy  to  ten  thoufand  hearts,  that  (hare 

The  fears  and  hopes  of  a  commercial  care. 

Prifons  expe6t-the  wicked,  and  were  built 

To  bind  the  lawlefs,  and  to  punifh  guilt ; 

But  fhipwreck,  earthquake,  battle,  fire,  and  flood, 

Are  mighty  mifchiefs,  not  to  be  withflood  j 

And  honeft  merit  ftands  on  ilipp'ry  ground, 

Where  covert  guile  and  artifice  abound. 

Let  juft  reftraint,  for  public  peace  defign'd, 

Chain  up  the  wolves  and  tigers  of  mankind  j 

The  foe  of  virtue  has  no  claim  to  thee — 

But  let  infolvent  innocence  go  free. 

Patron  of  elfe  the  moft  defpis'd  of  men, 
Accept  the  tribute  of  a  ftranger's  pen ; 
Verfe,  like  the  laurel,  its  immortal  meed, 
Should  be  the  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed  j 
I  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  fliame 
(Charity  chofen  as  my  theme  and  aim) 
1  muft  incur,  forgetting  HOWARD'S  name. 
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Bleft  with  all  wealth  can  give  thee,  to  refign 
Joys  doubly  fweet  to  feelings  quick  as  thine, 
To  quit  the  blifs  thy  rural  fcenes  beftow 
To  feek  a  nobler  amidfl  fcenes  of  v/oe, 
To  traverfe  feas,  range  kingdoms,  and  bring  home, 
Not  the  proud  monuments  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
But  knowledge  fuch  as  only  dungeons  teach, 
And  only  fympathy  like  thine. could  reach ; 
That  grief,  fequefler'd  from  the  public  ftage, 
Might  fmooth  her  feathers,  and  enjoy  her  cage; 
Speaks  a  divine  ambition,  and  a  zeal, 
The  boldeft  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feel. 
Oh  that  the  voice  of  clamour  and  debate, 
That  pleads  for  peace  till  it  difturbs  the  ftatc, 
Were  hulh'd  in  favour  of  thy  gen'rous  plea — 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  heav'n's  fmile  thy  fee ! 

Philofophy,  that  does  not  dream  or  ftray, 
Walks  arm  in  arm  with  nature  all  his  way; 
Compafles  earth,  dives  into  it,  afcends 
Whatever  fteep  inquiry  recommends, 
Sees  planetary  wonders  fmoothly  roll 
Round  other  fyftems  under  her  control, 
Drinks  wifdom  at  the  milky  ftream  of  light 
That  cheers  the  filent  journey  of  the  nijht, 
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And  brings,  at  his  return,  a  bofom  charg'd 
With  rich  inftruftion,  and  a  foul  enlarg'd. 
The  treafur'd  fweets  of  the  capacious  plan 
That  heav'n  fpreads  wide  before  the  view  of  man, 
All  prompt  his  pleas'd  purfuit,  and  to  purfue 
Still  prompt  him,  with  a  pleafure  always  newj 
He,  too,  has  a  connecting  pow'r,  and  draws 
Man  to  the  centre  of  the  common  caufej 
Aiding  a  dubious  and  deficient  fight 
"With  a  new  medium,  and  a  purer  light. 
All  truth  is  precious,  if  not  a\l  divine  j 
And  what  dilates  the  pow'rs  muft  needs  refine, 
He  reads  the  ikies,  and,  watching  ev'ry  change, 
Provides  the  faculties  an  ampler  range  j 
And  wins  mankind,  as  his  attempts  prevail, 
A  prouder  ftation  on  the  gen'ral  fcale. 
$ut  reafon  flill,  unlefs  divinely  taught, 
Whate'er  (he  learns,  learns  nothing  as  {he  ought; 
The  lamp  of  revelation  only  mows — 
What  human  wifdom  cannot  but  oppofe — 
That  man,  in  nature's  richeft  mantle  clad, 
And  grac'd  with  all  philofophy  can  add, 
Though  fair  without,  and  luminous  within, 
Is  full  the  progeny  and  heir  of  fill. 
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Thus  taught,  down  falls  the  plumage  of  his  pride ; 
He  feels  his  need  of  an  unerring  guide, 
And  knows  that,  falling,  he  fhall  rife  no  more, 
Unlefs  the  pow'r  that  bade  him  ftand  reftore. 
This  is  indeed  philofophy;  this,  known, 
Makes  wifdom,  worthy  of  the  name,  his  own  ; 
And,  without  this — whatever  he  difcufs ; 
Whether  the  fpace  between  the  liars  and  us, 
Whether  he  meafure  earth,  compute  the  fea, 
Weigh  fun-beams,  carve  a  fly,  or  fpit  a  flea — 
The  folemn  trifler,  with  his  boafted  fkill, 
Toils  much,  and  is  a  folemn  trifler  ftill  : 
Blind  was  he  born,  and,  his  mifguided  eyes 
Grown  dim  in  trifling  ftudies,  blind  he  dies. 
Self-knowledge,  truly  learn'd,  of  courfe  implies 
The  rich  pofleflion  of  a  nobler  prize ; 
For  felf  to  felf,  and  God  to  man,  reveal'd, 
(Two  themes  to  nature's  eye  for  ever  feal'd) 
Are  taught  by  rays  that  fly  with  equal  pace 
From  the  fame  centre  of  enlight'ning  grace. 
Here  flay  thy  foot; — how  copious  and  how  clear 
Th'  o'erflowing  well  of  Charity  fprings  here  I 
Hark  !  'tis  the  mufic  of  a  thoufand  rills ! 
Some  thro'  the  groves,  fome  down  the  Hoping  hills, 
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Winding  a  fecret  or  an  open  courfe, 
And  all  fupplied  from  an  eternal  fource. 
The  ties  of  nature  do  but  feebly  bind, 
And  commerce  partially  reclaims,  mankind  j 
Philofophy,  without  his  heav'nly  guide, 
May  blow  up  felf-conceit,  and  nouriih  pride  j 
But,  while  his  province  is  the  reas'ning  part, 
Has  rtill  a  veil  of  midnight  on  his  heart : 
Tis  truth  divine,  exhibited  on  earth, 
Gives  Charity  her  being  and  her  birth. 

Suppole  (when  thought  is  warm,  and  fancy  flows, 
What  will  not  argument  fometimes  fnppofe  ?) 
An  ifle  poflefs'd  by  creatures  of  our  kind, 
Endu'd  with  reafon,  yet  by  nature  blind. 
Let  fuppofition  lend  her  aid  once  more, 
And  land  fome  grave  optician  on  the  more  : 
He  claps  his  lens,  if  haply  they  may  fee, 
Clofe  to  the  part  where  vifion  ought  to  be  ; 
But  finds  that,  though  his  tubes  affift  the  fight, 
They  cannot  give  it,  or  make  darknefs  light. 
He  reads  wife  ledures,  and  defcribes  aloud 
A  fenfe  they  know  not,  to  the  wond'ring  crowd  j 
He  talks  of  light  and  the  prifmatic  hues, 
As  men  of  depth  in  erudition  ufe  j 
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But  all  he  gains  for  his  harangue  is— Well, 
What  monftrous  lies  fome  travellers  will  tell  t 
The   foul,   whofe   light   all-quick'ning    grace 

renews, 

Takes  the  refemblance  of  the  good  flie  views, 
As  di'monds,  ftript  of  their  opaque  difguife, 
Reflect  the  noon-day  glory  of  the  ikies. 
She  fpeaks  of  him,  her  author,  guardian,  friend, 
Whofe  love  knew  no  beginning,  knows  no  end, 
In  language  warm  as  all  that  love  infpires  j 
And,  in  the  glow  of  her  intenfe  defires, 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noble  fires. 
She  fees  a  world  ftark  blind  to  what  employs 
Her  eager  thought,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joysj 
Though  wifdom  hail  them,  heedlefs  of  her  call, 
Flies  to  fave  fome,  and  feels  a  pang  for  all : 
Herfelf  as  weak  as  her  fupport  is  itrong, 
She  feels  that  frailty  {he  denied  fo  long ; 
And,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  own  difeafe, 
Learns  to  compaffionate  the  fick  fhe  fees. 
Here  fee,  acquitted  of  all  vain  pretence, 
The  reign  of  genuine  Chanty  commence. 
Though  fcorn  repay  her  fympathetic  tears, 
She  Hill  is  kind,  and  Hill  fhe  perfeveres  ; 
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The  truth  {he  loves  a  fightlefs  world  blafpheme — 
Tis  childifh  dotage,  a  delirious  dream  ! 
The  danger  they  difcern  not  they  deny; 
Laugh  at  their  only  remedy,  and  die. 
But  Hill  a  foul  thus  touch'd  can  never  ceafe, 
Whoever  threatens  war,  to  fpeak  of  peace : 
Pure  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  temper  miH, 
Her  wifdom  feems  the  weaknefs  of  a  child. 
She  makes  excufes  where  {he  might  condemn; 
Reviled  by  thofe  that  hate  her,  prays  for  them; 
Sufpicion  lurks  not  in  her  artlefs  breaft ; 
The  worft  fnggefted,  {he  believes  the  beft ; 
Not  foon  provok'd,  however  flung  and  teas'd  ; 
And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  foon  appeas'd  ; 
She  rather  waves  than  will  difpute  her  right ; 
And,  injur'd,  makes  forgivenefs  her  delight. 

Such  was  the  portrait  an  apoftle  drew; 
The  bright  original  was  one  he  knew; 
Heav'n  held  his  hand — the  likeness  muft  be  true. 

When  one,  that  holds  communion  with  the  flues, 
Has  filled  his  urn  where  thefe  pure  waters  rife, 
And  once  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  things, 
'Tis  ev'n  as  if  an  angel  {hook  his  wings ; 
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Immortal  fragrance  fills  the  circuit  wide, 
That  tells  us  whence  his  treafures  are  fupplied. 
So,  when  a  ftiip,  well  freighted  with  the  ftores 
The  fun  matures  on  India's  fpicy  {bores, 
Has  dropt  her  anchor  and  her  canvafs  furl'd 
In  fome  fafe  haven  of  our  weftern  world, 
Twere  vain  inquiry  to  what  port  {be  went ; 
The  gale  informs  us,  laden  with  the  fcent. 

Some   feek,  when   queafy  confcience   has  its 

qualms, 

To  lull  the  painful  malady  with  alms; 
But  charity,  not  feign'd,  intends  alone 
Another's  good — their's  centres  in  their  own  ; 
And,  too  ftiort  liv'd  to  reach  the  realms  of  peace, 
Muft  ceafe  for  ever  when  the  poor  {ball  ceafe. 
Flavia,  moft  tender  of  her  own  good  name, 
Is  rather  carelefs  of  her  fitter's  fame : 
Her  fuperfluity  the  poor  fupplies, 
But,  if  fhe  touch  a  character,  it  dies. 
The  feeming  virtue  weigh'd  againft  the  vice, 
She  deems  all  fafe,  for  ibe  has  paid  the  price : 
No  charity  but  alms  aught  values  fhe, 
Except  in  porcelain  on  her  mantle-tree. 
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How  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  rung, 
From  pride,  in  league  with  ignorance,  have  fprung ! 
But  God  o'errules  all  human  follies  flill, 
And  bends  the  tough  materials  to  his  will. 
A  conflagration,  or  a  wintry  flood, 
Has  left  fome  hundreds  without  home  or  food  j 
Extravagance  and  av'rice  fhall  fubfcribe, 
While  fame  and  felf-complacence  are  the  bribe. 
The  brief  proclaim'd,  it  vifits  ev'ry  pew, 
But  firft  the  fquire's — a  compliment  but  due  : 
With  ilow  deliberation  he  unties 
His  glitt'ring  purfe — that  envy  of  all  eyes ! 
And,  while  the  clerk  juft  puzzles  out  the  pfalrn, 
Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  in  his  palm  j 
Till,  finding  (what  he  might  have  found  before) 
A  finaller  piece  amidft  the  precious  (lore, 
Pinch'd  clofe  between  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 
He  half  exhibits,  and  then  drops  the  fum. 
Gold,  to  be  fare ! — Throughout  the  town  'tis  told 
How  the  good  fquire  gives  never  lefs  than  gold. 
From  motives  fuch  as  his,  though  not  the  bell, 
Springs  in  due  time  fupply  for  the  diftrefs'd  -, 
Not  lefs  effectual  than  what  love  beftows — 
Except  that  office  clips  it  as  it  goes. 
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But,  left  I  feem  to  fin  againft  a  friend, 
And  wound  the  grace  I  mean  to  recommend, 
(Though  vice  derided  with  a  juft  defign 
Implies  no  trefpafs  againft  love  divine) 
Once  more  I  would  adopt  the  graver  ftyle — 
A  teacher  mould  be  fparing  of  his  fmile. 

Unlefs  a  love  of  virtue  light  the  flame, 
Satire  is,  more  than  thofe  he  brands,  to  blame  5 
He  hides  behind  a  magisterial  air 
His  own  offences,  and  ftrips  others  bare ; 
Affedts,  indeed,  a  moft  humane  concern, 
That  men,  if  gently  tutor'd,  will  not  learn ; 
That  muliili  folly,  not  to  be  reclaim'd 
By  fofter  methods,  muft  be  made  aftiam'd; 
But  (I  might  inftance  in  St.  Patrick's  dean) 
Too  often  rails  to  gratify  his  fpleen. 
Moft  fat' rifts  are  indeed  a  public  fcourge ; 
Their  mildeft  phyfic  is  a  farrier's  purge; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  foon  as  ftirr'd, 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpofe  all  to  curd. 
Their  zeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearfe, 
By  lean  defpair  upon  an  empty  purfe, 
The  wild  aflalfins  ftart  into  the  ftreet, 
Prepar'd  to  poignard  whomfoe'er  they  meet. 
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No  Ikill  in  fwordmanfliip,  however  juft, 
Can  be  fecure  againft  a  madman's  thruftj 
And -even  virtue,  fo  unfairly  ma tch'd, 
Although  immortal,  may  be  prick'd  or  fcratch'd. 
When  fcandal  has  new  minted  an  old  He, 
Or  tax'd  invention  for  a  frefh  fupplv, 
'Tis  called  a  fatire,  and  the  world  appears 
Gath'ring  around  it  with  erected  ears  : 
A  thoufand  names  are  tofs'd  into  the  crowd ; 
Some  \vhifper'd  foftly,  and  fome  twang'd  aloud  j 
Juft  as  the  fapience  of  an  author's  brain 
Suggefts  it  fafe  or  dang'rous  to  be  plain. 
Strange  !  how  the  frequent  interjected  dafli 
Quickens  a  market,  and  helps  off  the  train  j 
Th'  important  letters,  that  include  the  reft, 
Serve  as  a  key  to  thofe  that  are  fupprefs'd  ; 
Conjecture  gripes  the  victims  in  his  paw, 
The  world  is  charm'd,  and  Scrib.  efcapes  the  law. 
So,  when  the  cold  damp  fhades  of  night  prevail, 
Worms  may  be  caught  by  either  head  or  tail ; 
Forcibly  drawn  from  many  a  clofe  recefs, 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redrefsj 
Plung'd  in  the  ftream,  they  lodge  upon  the  mud, 
Food  for  the  famifh'd  rovers  of  the  fleod. 
VOL    i.  N 
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All  zeal  for  a  reform,  that  gives  offence 
To  peace  and  charity,  is  mere  pretence  : 
A  bold  remark ;  but  which,  if  well  applied, 
Would  humble  many  a  tow'ring  poet's  pride. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  iportive  fit, 
And  had  no  other  play-place  for  his  wit; 
Perhaps,  enchanted  with  the  love  of  fame, 
He  fought  the  jewel  in  his  neighbour's  ilia  me ; 
Perhaps — whatever  end  he  might  purfue, 
The  caufe  of  virtue  could  not  be  his  view. 
At  ev'ry  flroke  wit  flaihes  in  our  eyes ; 
The  turns  are  quick,  the  polifh'd  points  furprife, 
But  mine  with  cruel  and  tremendous  charms, 
That,  while  they  pleafe,  poffefs  us  with  alarms : 
So  have  I  feen,  (and  haften'd  to  the  fi?ht 
On  all  the  wings  of  holiday  delight) 
Where  ftands  that  monument  of  ancient  pow'r, 
Nam'd  with  emphatic  dignity — the  tow'r, 
Guns,halberts,  fwords,  and  piftols,  great  and  fmail, 
In  ftarry  forms  difpos'd  upon  the  wall. 
We  wonder,  as  we  gazing  ftand  below, 
That  brafs  and  fteel  ihould  make  fo  fine  a  iliowj 
But,  though  we  praife  th'  exa6t  defigner's  ikill, 
Account  them  implements  of  mifchief  ftill. 
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No  works  (hall  find  acceptance,  in  that  day 
When  all  difguifes  fhall  be  rent  away, 
That  fquare  not  truly  with  the  fcripture  plan, 
Nor  fpring  from  love  to  God,  or  love  to  man. 
As  he  ordains  things,  fordid  in  their  birth, 
To  be  refolv'd  into  their  parent  earth ; 
And,  though  the  foul  (hall  leek  fuperior  orbs, 
Whate'er  this  world  produces,  it  abforbs; 
So  felf  Harts  nothing  but  what  tends  apace 
Home  to  the  goal  where  it  began  the  race. 
Such  as  our  motive  is  our  aim  muft  be  5 
If  this  be  fervile,  that  can  ne'er  be  free : 
If  felf  employ  us,  whatfo'er  is  wrought, 
We  glorify  that  felf,  not  him  we  ought. 
Such  virtues  had  need  prove  their  own  reward, 
The  Judge  of  all  men  owes  them  no  regard. 
True  Charity,  a  plant  divinely  nurs'd, 
Fed  by  the  love  from  which  it  rofe  at  firft, 
Thrives  againft  hope ;  and,  in  the  rudeft  fcene, 
Storms  but  enliven  its  unfading  green  ; 
Exub'rant  is  the  fliadow  it  fupplies  j 
Its  fruit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  fkies. 
To  look  at  him,  who  form'd  us  and  redeem'd  j 
So  glorious  now,  though  once  fo  difefteem'dj 
N  2 


180  CHARITY. 

To  fee  a  God  ftretch  forth  his  human  hand, 

T'  uphold  the  boundlefs  fcenes  of  his  command  j 

To  recollect  that,  in  a  form  like  our's, 

He  bruis'd  beneath  his  feet  th'  infernal  pow'rs, 

Captivity  led  captive,  rofe  to  claim 

The  wreath  he  won  fo  dearly  in  our  name  ; 

That,  thron'd  above  all  height,  he  condeicends 

To  call  the  few  that  truft  in  him  his  friends ; 

That,  in  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  that  fpace  he  deems 

Too  fcanty  for  th'  exertion  of  his  beams, 

And  mines,  as  if  impatient  to  beflow 

Life  and  a  kingdom  upon  worms  below ; 

That  fight  imparts  a  never-dying  flame, 

Though  feeble  in  degree,  in  kind  the  fame. 

Like  him,  the  foul,  thus  kindled  from  above, 

Spreads  wide  her  arms  of  univerfal  lovej 

And,  ftill  enlarg'd  as  (he  receives  the  grace, 

Includes  creation  in  her  clofe  embrace. 

Behold  a  Chriftian  ! — and,  without  the  fires 

The  founder  of  that  name  alone  infpires, 

Though  all  accompliftiment,  all  knowledge  meet, 

To  make  the  fhining  prodigy  complete, 

"Whoever  boafts  that  name — behold  a  cheat' 
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Were  love,  in  theie  the  world's  lad  doting  years, 
As  frequent  as  the  want  of  it  appears, 
The  churches  warm'd,  they  would  no  longer  hold 
Such  frozen  figures,  ftiff  as  they  are  cold ; 
Relenting  forms  would  lofe  their  pow'r,  or  ceafe; 
And  ev'n  the  dipt  and  fprinkled  live  in  peace : 
Each  heart  would  quit  its  prifon  in  the  bread, 
And  flow  in  free  communion  with  the  reft. 
The  ftatefman,  Ikill'd  in  projefts  dark  and  deep, 
Might  burn  his  nfelefs  Machiavel,  and  fleep  3 
His  budget,  often  fill'd,  yet  always  poor, 
Might  fwing  at  eafe  behind  his  ftudy  door, 
No  longer  prey  upon  our  annual  rents, 
Or  fcare  the  nation  with  its  big  contents  : 
Diibanded  legions  freely  might  depart, 
And  flaying  man  would  ceafe  to  be  an  art. 
No  learned  difputants  would  take  the  field, 
Sure  not  to  conquer,  and  fure  not  to  yield  } 
Both  fides  deceiv'd,  if  rightly  underflood, 
Pelting  each  other  for  the  public  good. 
Did  charity  prevail,  the  prefs  would  prove 
A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love ; 
And  I  might  fpare  myfelf  the  pains  to  (how 
What  few  can  learn,  and  all  fuppofe  they  know. 
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Thus  have  I  fought  to  grace  a  ferious  lay 
With  many  a  wild,  indeed,  but  flow'ry  fpray, 
In  hopes  to  gain,  what  elfe  I  muft  have  loft, 
Th'  attention  pleafure  has  fo  much  engrofs'd. 
But  if,  unhappily  deceiv'd,  I  dream, 
And  prove  too  weak  for  fo  divine  a  theme, 
Let  Charity  forgive  me  a  miftake 
That  zeal,  not  vanity,  has  chanc'd  to  make, 
And  fpare  the  poet  for  his  fubjecYs  fake. 
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Nurn  nen ;  me  tantum  "uenieniis  flbilus  aujlri, 
JVtv  percujfa  juvant  Jiaftii  tatti  litora,  nee  qius 
Suxojas  inter  decurrunt  Jiuinma  valles, 
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THOUGH  nature  weigh  our  talents,  and  difpenfe 
To  ev'ry  man  his  modicum  of  fenfe, 
And  Converfation,  in  its  better  part, 
May  be  efteem'd  a  gift  and  not  an  art, 
Yet  much  depends,  as  in  the  tiller's  toil, 
On  culture,  and  the  fowing  of  the  foil. 
Words  learn'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearfe, 
But  talking  is  not  always  to  converfe  j 
Not  more  diftinft  from  harmony  divine, 
The  conftant  creaking  of  a  country  fign. 
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As  alphabets  in  ivory  employ, 

Hour  after  hour,  the  yet  unletter'd  boy, 

Sorting  and  puzzling  with  a  deal  of  glee 

Thofe  fteds  of  fcience  call'd  his  A  B  c^ 

So  language  in  the  mouths  of  the  adult, 

Witnefs  its  infignificant  refult, 

Too  often  proves  an  implement  of  play, 

A  toy  to  fport  with  and  pafs  time  away. 

Colled  at  ev'ning  what  the  day  brought  forth,. 

Comprefs  the  fum  into  its  folid  worth, 

And,  if  it  weigh  th'  importance  of  a  fly, 

The  fcales  are  falfe,  or  Algebra  a  lie. 

Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought, 

How  few  refpeft  or  ufe  thee  as  they  ought ! 

But  all  fhall  give  account  of  ev'ry  wrong, 

Who  dare  dishonour  or  defile  the  tongue  j 

Who  proftitute  it  in  the  caufe  of  vice, 

Or  fell  their  glory  at  a  market-price  -r 

Who  vote  for  hire,  or  point  it  with  lampoon — 

The  dear-bought  placeman,  and  the  cheap  buffoon. 

There  is  a  prurience  in  the  fpeech  of  fome, 
Wrath  flays  him,  or  elfe  God  would  ftrike  them 
dumb : 
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His  wife  forbearance  has  their  end  in  viewj 

They  fill  their  meafure,  and  receive  their  due. 

The  heathen  law-givers  of  ancient  days, 

Names  almoft  worthy  of  a  Chriftian's  praife, 

Would  drive  them  forth  from  the  refort  of  men, 

And  (hut  up  ev'ry  fatyr  in  his  den. 

Oh,  come  not  ye  near  innocence  and  truth, 

Ye  worms  that  eat  into  the  bud  of  youth  ! 

Infectious  as  impure,  your  blighting  pow'r 

Taints  in  its  rudiments  the  promis'd  flow'rj 

Its  odour  perifiYd  and  its  charming  hue, 

Thenceforth  'tis  hateful,  for  it  fmells  of  you. 

Not  ev'n  the  vigorous  and  headlong  rage 

Of  adolefcence,  or  a  firmer  age, 

Affords  a  plea  allowable  or  juft 

For  making  fpeech  the  pamperer  of  luft  j 

But,  when  the  breath  of  age  commits  the  fault, 

Tis  naufeous  as  the  vapour  of  a  vault. 

So  wither'd  flumps  difgrace  the  fylvan  icene, 

No  longer  fruitful,  and  no  longer  green  j 

The  faplefs  wood,  divefted  of  the  bark, 

Grows  fungous,  and  takes  fire  at  ev'ry  fpark. 

Oaths  terminate,  as  Paul  obferves,  all  ftrife— 
Some  men  have  furely  then  a  peaceful  life  I 
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Whatever  fubjeft  occupy  difcourfe, 
The  feats  of  Veftris,  or  the  naval  force, 
Affeveration,  bluft'ring  in  your  face, 
Makes  contradiction  fuch  an  hopelefs  cafe  : 
In  ev'ry  tale  they  tell,  or  falfe  or  true, 
Well  known,  or  fuch  as  no  man  ever  knew, 
They  fix  attention,  heedlefs  of  your  pain, 
With  oaths,  like  rivets,  forc'd  into  the  brain ; 
And  ev'n  when  fober  truth  prevails  throughout, 
They  fwear  it,  till  affirmance  breeds  a  doubt. 
A  Perfian,  humble  fervant  of  the  fun, 
Who,  though  devout,  yet  bigotry  had  none, 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  grave  in  his  addrefs, 
With  adjurations  ev'ry  word  imprefs, 
Suppos'd  the  man  a  bimop,  or  at  leaft, 
God's  name  fo  much  upon  his  lips,  a  prieft ; 
Bow'd  at  the  clofe  with  all  his  graceful  airs, 
And  begg'd  an  int'reft  in  his  frequent  pray'rs. 

Go,  quit  the  rank  to  which  ye  flood  preferr'dj 
Henceforth  affociate  in  one  common  herd  -} 
Religion,  virtue,  reafon,  common  fenfe, 
Pronounce  your  human  form  a  falfe  pretence ; 
A  mere  difguife,  in  which  a  devil  lurks, 
Who  yet  betrays  his  fecret  by  his  works. 
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Ye  pow'rs  who  rule  the  tongue,  if  fuch  there  are, 
And  make  colloquial  happinefs  your  care, 
Preferve  me  from  the  thing  I  dread  and  hate — 
A  duel  in  the  form  of  a  debate. 
The  clafli  of  arguments  and  jar  of  words, 
Worfe  than  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  fwords, 
Decide  no  queftion  with- their  tedious  length, 
(For  oppofition  gives  opinion  ftrength) 
Divert  the  champions,  prodigal  of  breath, 
And  put  the  peaceably- difpoied  to  death. 
Oh,  thwart  me  not,  fir  Soph,  at  ev'ry  turn, 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  difcern ; 
Though  fyllogifms  hang  not  on  my  tongue, 
I  am  not  furely  always  in  the  wrong  ! 
Tis  hard  if  all  is  falfe  that  I  advance — 
A  fool  muft  now  and  then  be  right,  by  chance. 
Not  that  all  freedom  of  diirent  I  blame  j 
No — there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  claim. 
A  difputable  point  is  no  man's  ground  j 
Rove  where  you  pleafe,  'tis  common  all  around. 
Difcourfe  may  want  an  animated — No, 
To  brufli  the  furface  and  to  make  it  flowj 
But  ftill  remember,  if  you  mean  to  pleafe, 
To  prefs  your  point  with  modefty  and  eafe. 
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The  mark,  at  which  my  jufter  aim  I  take, 

]s  contraction  for  its  own  dear  fake. 

Set  your  opinion  at  whatever  pitch, 

Knots  and  impediments  make  fomething  hitch. 

Adopt  his  own,  'tis  equally  in  vain, 

Your  thread  of  argument  is  fnapt  again  ; 

The  wrangler,  rather  than  accord  with  you, 

Will  judge  himfelf  deceiv'd,  and  prove  it  too. 

Vociferated  logic  kills  me  quite  j 

A  noify  man  is  always  in  the  right — 

I  twirl  my  thumbs,  fall  back  into  my  chair, 

Fix  on  the  wainfcot  a  diftrefsful  ftare, 

And,  when  I  hope  his  blunders  are  all  out, 

Reply  difcreetly — To  be  fure — no  doubt ! 

DUBIUS  is  fuch  a  fcrupulous  good  man — 
Yes — you  may  catch  him  tripping  if  you  can. 
He  would  not,  with  a  peremptory  tone, 
Aflert  the  nofe  upon  his  face  his  own j 
With  hesitation  admirably  flow, 
He  humbly  hopes — prefumes — it  may  be  fa. 
His  evidence,  if  he  were  call'd  by  law 
To  fwear  to  fome  enormity  he  faw, 
For  want  of  prominence  and  juft  relief, 
Would  hang  an  honeft  man,  and  fave  a  thief. 
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Through  conflant  dread  of  giving  truth  offence, 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  fufpenfe; 

Knows  what  he  knows  as  if  he  knew  it  not, 

What  he  remembers  feems  to  have  forgot  j 

His  fole  opinion,  whatfoe'er  befall, 

Cent'ring  at  laft  in  having  none  at  all. 

Yet,  though  he  teafe  and  baulk  your  lift'ning  ear, 

He  makes  one  ufeful  point  exceeding  clear ; 

Howe'er  ingenious  on  his  darling  theme 

A  fceptic  in  philofophy  may  feem, 

Reduc'd  to  pra&ice,  his  beloved  rule 

Would  only  prove  him  a  confummate  fool ; 

Ufelefs  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  fpeech, 

Fate  having  plac'd  all  truth  above  his  reach, 

His  ambiguities  his  total  fum, 

He  might  as  well  be  blind,  and  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  their  way, 
The  pofitive  pronounce  without  difmay; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  fupplied 
By  fparks  abfurdity  ftrikes  out  of  pride : 
Without  the  means  of  knowing  right  from  wrong, 
They  always  are  decifive,  clear,  and  ftrong. 
Where  others  toil  with  philofophic  force, 
Their  nimble  nonfenfe  takes  n  iliorter  conrfej 
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Flings  at  your  head  convi&ion  in  the  lump, 
And  gains  remote  conclufions  at  a  jump : 
Their  own  defect,  invifible  to  them, 
Seen  in  another,  they  at  once  condemn  ; 
And,  though  felf-idoliz'd  in  ev'ry  cafe, 
Hate  their  own  likenefs  in  a  brother's  face. 
The  caufe  is  plain,  and  not  to  be  denied, 
The  proud  are  always  moft  provok'd  by  pride. 
Few  competitions  but  engender  fpite; 
And  thofe  the  moft,  where  neither  has  a  right. 
The  point  of  honour  has  been  deem'd  of  ufe, 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abufe. 
Admit  it  true,  the  confequence  is  clear, 
Our  polim'd  manners  are  a  malk  we  wear, 
And  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  (till  and  rude  j 
"We  are  reftrain'd,  indeed,  but  not  fubdued. 
The  very  remedy,  however  fare, 
Springs  from  the  mifchief  it  intends  to  cure, 
And  favage  in  its  principle  appears, 
Tried,  as  it  mould  be,  by  the  fruit  it  bears. 
Tis  hard,  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarrels  but  their  fatal  end; 
That  now  and  then  an  hero  mult  deceafe, 
That  the  furviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
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Perhaps  nt  laft  clofe  fcrutiny  may  thow 
The  pra&ice  daftardly,  and  mean,  and  low; 
That  men  engage  in  it  com  pell 'cl  by  force  : 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  fource. 
The  fear  of  tyrant  cuftom,  and  the  fear 
Left  fops  fhould  cenfure  us,  and  fools  lliould  fneer. 
At  leaft  to  trample  on  our  Maker's  laws, 
And  hazard  life  for  any  or  no  caufe, 
To  rum  into  a  fixt  eternal  ftate    , 
Out  of  the  very  flames  of  rage  and  hate, 
Or  fend  another  fhiv'ring  to  the  bar 
With  all  the  guilt  of  fuel)  unnat'nil  war, 
Whatever  ufe  may  urge,  or  honour  plead, 
On  reaion's  verdict  is  a  madman's  deed. 
Am  I  to  fet  my  life  upon  a  throw, 
Beeaufe  a  bear  is  rude  and  furly?  No — 
A  moral,  fenfible,  and  well-bred  man 
Will  not  affront  me,  and  no  other  can. 
Were  I  empow'r'd  to  regulate  the  lifts, 
They  fhould  encounter  with  well-loaded  fifts  ; 
A  Trojan  combat  would  be  fomething  new. 
Let  DARES  beat  ENTELLUS  black  and  blue  ; 
Then  each  might  fhow,  to  his  admiring  friends, 
In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends, 
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And  carry,  in  contufions  of  his  fkull, 
A  fatisfaftory  receipt  in  full. 

A  ftory,  in  which  native  humour  reigns, 
Is  often  ufeful,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  faft,  enlifted  on  yonr  fide, 
May  furnifh  illuftration,  well  applied} 
But  fedentary  weavers  of  long  tales 
Give  me  the  -fidgets,  and  my  patience  fails. 
'Tis  the  moft  afinine  employ  on  earth, 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth, 
And  echo  converfations,  dull  and  dry, 
Embellifh'd  with— Hefaid,  and  Sofaui  L 
At  ev'ry  interview  their  route  the  fame, 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame; 
We  buftle  up  with  unfuccefsful  fpeed, 
And  in  the  faddefl  part  cry — Dro/I  indeed! 
The  path  of  narrative  with  care  purfue, 
Still  making  probability  your  clue ; 
On  all  the  veftiges  of  truth  attend, 
And  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  end. 
Of  all  ambitions  man  may  entertain, 
The  worft  that  can  invade  a  fickly  brain 
Is  that  which  angles  hourly  for  furprife, 
And  baits  its  hook  with  prodigies  and  lies. 
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Credulous  infancy,  or  age  as  weak, 
Are  fitteft  auditors  for  fuch  to  feek, 
Who  to  pleafe  others  will  themfelves  difgrace  ; 
Yet  pleafe  not,  but  affront  you  to  your  face. 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  ware, 
Having  unloaded  and  made  many  ftare, 
Can  this  be  true? — an  arch  obferver  cries. 
Yes,  (rather  mov'd)  I  faw  it  with  thefe  eyes! 
Sir !  I  believe  it  on  that  ground  alone  j 
I  could  not,  had  I  feen  it  with  my  own. 

A  tale  fhould  be  judicious,  clear,  luccincl  j 
The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  link'd-j 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev'ry  body  knows ; 
And,  new  or  old,  flill  hafien  to  a  dole ; 
There,  cent'ring  in  a  focus  round  and  neat, 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meet. 
What  neither  yields  us  profit  nor  delight 
Is  like  a  nurfe's  lullaby  at  night ; 
Guy  Earl  of  Warwick  and  fair  Eleanore, 
Or  giant  killing  Jack,  would  pleafe  me  more. 

The  pipe,  with  folemn  interpofing  puff, 
Makes  half  a  fentence  at  a  time  enough  j 
The  dozing  fages  drop  the  drowfy  ftrain, 
Then  paufe,  and  puff — and  fpeak,  and  paufe  again. 

VOL.  I.  O 


jp4  CONVERSATION. 

Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  fo  admire, 
Important  triflers!  have  more  fmoke  than  fire. 
Pernicious  weed  !  whofe  fcent  the  fair  annoys, 
Unfriendly  to  fociety's  chief  joys, 
Thy  worft  effect  is  banifliing  for  hours 
The  fex  whofe  prefence  civilizes  our's  : 
Thou  art,  indeed,  the  drug  a  gard'ner  wants, 
To  poifon  vermin  that  infeft.  his  plants  j 
But  are  we  fo  to  wit  and  beauty  blind, 
As  to  defpife  the  glory  of  our  kind, 
And  ihow  the  fofteft  minds  and  faireft  forms 
As  little  mercy  as  he  grubs  and  worms  ? 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abufe, 
Thy  thirft-creating  fleams  at  length  produce, 
When  wine  has  giv'n  indecent  language  birth, 
And  forc'd  the  flood-gates  of  licentious  mirth  j 
For  fea-born  Venus  her  attachment  fhows, 
Still  to  that  element  from  which  fhe  rofe, 
And,  with  a  quiet  which  no  fumes  difturb, 
Sips  meek  infufions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th'  emphatic  fpeaker  dearly  loves  t'  oppofe, 
In  contact  inconvenient,  nofe  to  nofe, 
As  if  the  gnomon  on  his  neighbour's  phiz, 
Touch'd  with  a  magnet,  had  attrafted  his. 
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His  whifper'd  theme,  dilated  and  at  large, 
Proves  after  all  a  wind-gun's  airy  charge, 
An  extraft  of  his  diary — no  more, 
A  taftelefs  journal  of  the  day  before. 
He  walk'd  abroad,  overtaken  in  the  rain 
Caird  on  a  friend,  drank  tea,  ftept  home  again, 
Refum'd  his  purpofe,  had  a  world  of  talk 
With  one  he  Humbled  on,  and  loft  his  walk. 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  fudden  bow, 
Adieu,  dear  Sir !  letl  you  Ihould  lofe  it  now. 

I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 
A  fine  pufs-gentleman  that's  all  perfume; 
The  fight's  enough — no  need  to  fmell  a  beau — ; 
Who  thrufts  his  nofe  into  a  raree-fhow? 
His  odoriferous  attempts  to  pleafe, 
Perhaps  might  proiper  with  a  fwarm  of  bees  j 
But  we  that  make  no  honey,  though  we  fting. 
Poets,  are  fometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thing. 
Tis  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mixt  refort, 
What  makes  fome  tick,  and  others  a-la-inort-y 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  fay, 
Why  fuch  an  one  fhould  keep  himlelf  away. 
A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  fometimes  fee, 
•Quite  as  abfurd,  though  not  fo  light  as  he : 
O  £ 
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A  fhallow  brain  behind  a  ferious  maik, 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  calk, 
The  folemn  fop;  fignificant  and  budge; 
A  fool  with  judges,  amongft  fools  a  judge. 
He  fays  but  little,  and  that  little  faid 
Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come, 
But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home : 
Tis  like  a  parcel  fent  you  by  the  ftage, 
Some  handfome  preient,  as  your  hopes  prefage  3 
Tis  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove 
An  abfent  friend's  fidelity  and  love, 
But, when  unpack'd  your  difappointment  groans 
'To  find  it  fluff"  d  with  brickbats,  earth,  and  (tones. 
Some  men  employ  their  health,  an  ugly  trick, 
In  making  known  how  oft  they  have  been  fick, 
And  give  u.->,  in  recitals  of  difeafe, 
A  doctor's  trouble,  but  without  the  fees ; 
Relate  how  many  weeks  they  kept  their  bed, 
How  an  emetic  or  cathartic  fped  ; 
Nothing  is  flightly  touch'd.  much  lefs  forgot, 
Nofe,  ears,  and  eyes,  feem  prefent  on  the  fpot. 
Now  the  diftemper,  fpite  of  draught  or  pill, 
Victorious  feera'd,  and  now  the  doctor's  {kill ; 
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And  now — alas  for  unforcfeen  mifhaps  ! 
They  put  on  a  damp  night-cap  and  relapfe  ; 
They  thought  they  muft  have  died  they  were  fe 

bad— 
Their  peevifh  hearers  almoft  wifli  they  had. 

Some  fretful  tempers  wince  at  ev'ry  touch, 
You  always  do  too  little  or  too  much  : 
You  (peak  with  life,  in  hopes  to  entertain, 
Your  elevated  voice  goes  through  the  brain  j 
You  fall  at  once  into  a  lower  key,  ' 
That's  worfe — the  drone-pipe  of  an  humble  bee. 
The  fouthern  fam  admits  too  ftrong  a  light, 
You  rife  and  drop  the  curtain — now  it's  night. 
He  (hakes  with  cold — you  ftir  the  fire  and  ftrive 
To  make  a  blaze — that's  roafting  him  alive. 
Serve  him  with  ven'fon,  and  he  choofes  filhj 
With  foal — that's  juft  the  fort  he  would  not  wifh. 
He  takes  what  he  at  firft  profefs'd  to  loath, 
And  in  due  time  feeds  heartily  on  both  j 
Yet  flill,  o'erclouded  with  a  conftant  frown, 
He  does  not  fwallow,  but  he  gulps  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  pleafe  him,  vain  on  ev'ry  plan, 
Himfelf  Ihould  work  that  wonder,  if  he  can— 
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Alas  !  his  efforts  double  his  diftrefs, 
He  likes  your's  little,  and  his  own  flill  lefs. 
Thus  always  teafing  others,  always  teas'd, 
His  only  pleafure  is — to  be  difpleas'd. 

I  pity  bamful  men  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  fcorn  and  undeferv'd  difdain, 
And  bear  the  marks,  upon  a  blufhing  face, 
Of  needlefs  ihame  and  felf-impos'd  difgrace^ 
Our  fenfibilities  are  fo  acute, 
The  fear  of  being  filent  makes  us  mute. 
We  fometimes  think  we  could  a  fpeech  produce^ 
Much  to  the  purpofe,  if  our  tongues  were  loofe  -r 
But,  being  tried,  it  dies  upon  the  lip, 
Faint  as  a  chicken's  note  that  has  the  pip : 
Our  wafted  oil  unprofitably  burns, 
Like  hidden  lamps  in  old  fepulehral  urns. 
Few  Frenchmen  of  this  evil  have  complain'd  j, 
It  feems  as  if  we  Britons  were  ordain'd, 
By  way  of  wholefome  curb  upon  our  pride, 
To  fear  each  other,  fearing  none  befide. 
The  caufe  perhaps  inquiry  may  defcry, 
Self-fearching  with  an  introverted  eye, 
Conceal'd  within  an  unfufpecled  part, 
The  vainett  corner  of  our  own  vain  heart : 
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For  ever  aiming  at  the  world's  efteem, 

Our  felf  importance  ruins  its  own  fchemej 

In  other  eyes  our  talents  rarely  mown, 

Become  at  length  fo  fplendid  in  our  own, 

We  dare  not  rifque  them  into  public  view, 

Left  they  mifcarry  of  what  feems  their  due. 

True  modefty  is  a  difcerning  grace, 

And  only  blumes  in  the  proper  place ; 

But  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  Ikulks  through  fear, 

Where  'tis  a  fhame  to  be  amam'd  t'  appear  : 

Humility  the  parent  of  the  firft ; 

The  laft  by  vanity  produc'd  and  nurft. 

The  circle  form'd,  we  lit  in  lilent  itate, 

Like  figures  drawn  upon  a  dial-plate ; 

Yes  ma'am,  and  no  ma'am,  utter'd  foftly,  fhovr 

Ev'ry  five  minutes  how  the  minutes  go ; 

Each  individual  fuffering  a  conftraint 

Poetry  may,  but  colours  cannot  paint ; 

And,  if  in  clofe  committee  on  the  Iky, 

Reports  it  hot  or  cold,  or  wet  or  dry  j 

And  finds  a  changing  clime  an  happy  fourc« 

Of  wife  refle6tion  and  well-tim'd  difcourfe. 

We  next  inquire,  but  foftly  and  by  ftealth, 

Like  confervators  of  the  public  health, 
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Of  epidemic  throats,  if  fuch  there  are, 

And  coughs,  and  rheums,  and  phthilic,  and  catarrh. 

That  theme  exhaufted,  a  wide  chafm  enfues, 

Fill'd  up  at  laft  with  interefling  news; 

Who  danc'd  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed. 

And  who  is  hang'd,  and  who  is  brought  to  bed; 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  caufe, 

As  if  'twere  treafon  againft  Englifli  laws. 

The  vifit  paid,  with  ecftafy  we  come, 

As  from  a  feven  years  tranfportation,  home, 

And  there  refume  an  unembarrafs'd  brow, 

Recov'ring  what  we  loft  we  know  not  how, 

The  faculties  that  feem'd  reduc'd  to  nought, 

Expreflion  and  the  privilege  of  thought. 

The  reeking,  roaring  hero  of  the  chafe, 
I  give  him  over  as  a  defp'rate  cafe. 
Phyficians  write  in  hopes  to  work  a  cure, 
Never,  if  honeft  ones,  when  death  is  fure ; 
And  though  the  fox  he  follows  may  be  tam'd, 
A  mere  fox-follower  never  is  reclaim'd. 
Some  farrier  fliould  prefcribe  his  proper  courfe, 
Whofe  only  fit  companion  is  his  horfe, 
Or  if,  deferving  of  a  better  doom, 
The  noble  beaft.  judge  otherwife,  his  groom. 
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Yet  ev'n  the  rogue  that  ferves  him,  though  he  ftand 

To  take  his  honour's  orders,  cap  in  hand, 

Prefers  his  fellow-grooms,  with  much  good  fenfe, 

Their  fkill  a  truth,  his  matter's  a  pretence. 

If  neither  horfe  nor  groom  affect  the  fquire, 

Where  can  at  laft  his  jockeyfliip  retire  ? 

Oh  to  the  club,  the  fcene  of  favage  joys, 

The  fchool  of  coarfe  good  fellowlhip  and  noife  j 

There,  in  the  fweet  fociety  of  thofe. 

Whofe  friendiliip  from  his  boyiih  years  he  chofe, 

Let  him  improve  his  talent  if  he  can, 

Till  none  but  beafts  acknowledge  him  a  man. 

Man's  heart  had  been  impenetrably  feal'd, 
Like  their's  that  cleave  the  flood  or  graze  the  field, 
Had  not  his  Maker's  all-bellowing  hand 
Giv'n  him  a  foul,  and  bade  him  underftand ; 
The  reas'ning  pow'r  vouchfaf 'd  of  courfe  inferr'd 
The  pow'r  to  clothe  that  reafon  with  his  word  j 
For  all  is  perfect  that  God  works  on  earth, 
And  he  that  gives  conception,  aids  the  birth. 
If  this  be  plain,  'tis  plainly  understood, 
What  ufes  of  his  boon  the  giver  would. 
The  mind,  difpatch'd  upon  her  bufy  toil, 
Should  range  where  Providence  has  bleft  the  foil  > 
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Vifiting  ev'ry  flow'r  with  labour  meet, 

And  gathering  all  her  treafures  fweet  by  fweet, 

She  fhould  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  me  fipsr 

And  Ihed  the  balmy  bletiing  on  the  lips, 

That  good  diffus'd  may  more  abundant  grow, 

And  fpeech  may  praife  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 

"Will  the  fweet  warbler  of  the  live-long  night, 

That  fills  the  lift'ning  lover  with  delight, 

Forget  his  harmony,  with  rapture  heard, 

To  learn  the  twitt'ring  of  a  meaner  bird, 

Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choice, 

That  odious  libel  on  an  human  voice  ? 

No — nature  unfophifticate  by  man, 

Starts  not  afide  from  her  Creator's  plan  j 

The  mdody  that  was  at  firft  defign'd 

To  cheer  the  rude  forefathers  of  mankind, 

Is  note  for  note  deliver'd  in  our  ears, 

In  the  laft  fcene  of  her  fix  thoufand  years  : 

Yet  faftiion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train, 

Whom  man  for  his  own  hurt  permits  to  reign, 

Who  (hifts  and  changes  all  things  but  his  (hape, 

And  would  degrade  her  vot'ry  to  an  ape, 

The  fruitful  parent  of  abufe  and  wrong, 

Holds  an  uiurp'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue ; 
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There  fits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  difgrace, 

Prefcribes  the  theme,  the  tone  and  the  grimace, 

And,  when  accomplifh'd  in  her  wayward  fchool, 

Calls  gentleman  whom  the  has  made  a  fool. 

Tis  an  unalterable  fix'd  decree 

That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  fhe, 

That  heav'n  and  hell,  and  righteoufnefs  and  fin, 

Snares  in  his  path  and  foes  that  lurk  within, 

God  and  his  attributes  (a  field  of  day 

Where  'tis  an  angel's  happinefs  to  ftray), 

Fruits  of  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  might. 

Be  never  nam'd  in  ears  efteem'd  polite. 

That  he  who  dares,  when  fhe  forbids,  be  grave, 

Shall  (land  profcrib'd,  a  madman  or  a  knave, 

A  clofe  defigner  not  to  be  believ'd, 

Or,  if  excus'd  that  charge,  at  leaft  deceiv'd. 

Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurfe's  lap, 

Give  it  the  breaft,  or  flop  its  mouth  with  pap ! 

Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  feem 

A  dream  to  any  except  thofe  that  dream, 

That  man  ftiould  love  his  Maker,  and  that  fire, 

Warming  his  heart,  fhould  at  his  lips  tranfpire? 

Know  then,  and  modeftly  let  fall  your  eyes, 

And  veil  your  daring  crefl  that  braves  the  ikies  j 
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That  air  of  infolence  affronts  your  God, 
You  need  his  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rod  : 
Now,  in  a  pofture  that  becomes  you  more 
Than  that  heroic  ftrut  affum'd  before, 
Know,  your  arrears  with  ev'ry  hour  accrue, 
For  mercy  Ihown,  while  wrath  is  juftly  due. 
The  time  is  (hort,  and  there  are  fouls  on  earth, 
Though  future  pain  may  ferve  for  prefent  mirth, 
Acquainted  with  the  woes  that  fear  or  mame, 
By  fafhion  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name, 
And,  having  felt  the  pangs  you  deem  a  jeft, 
Have  prov'd  them  truths  too  big  to  be  exprefs'd : 
Go,  feek  on  revelation's  hallow'd  ground, 
Sure  to  fucceed,  the  remedy  they  found ; 
Touch'd  by  that  pow'r  that  you  have  dar'd  to  mock, 
That  makes  feas  ftable,  and  diflblves  the  rock, 
Your  heart  mall  yield  a  life-renewing  ftream, 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  lhall  call  a  dream. 

It  happen'd,  on  a  folemn  even-tide, 
Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  died, 
Two  bofom  friends,  each  penfively  inclin'd, 
The  fcene  of  all  thofe  forrows  left  behind, 
Sought  their  own  village,  bufied  as  they  went, 
In  mufings  worthy  of  the  great  event : 
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They  fpake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  him  whofe  life, 
Though  blamelefs,  had  incurr'd  perpetual  ftrife, 
Whofe  deeds  had  left,  in  fpite  of  hottile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  ore, 
The  farther  trac'd,  enrich'd  them  flill  the  more ; 
They  thought  him,  and  they  juftly  thought  him,  one 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appear'd  t'  have  done; 
T'  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  high 
Above  all  elfe,  and  wonder'd  he  mould  die. 
Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  ttranger  join'd  them,  courteous  as  a  friend, 
And  alVd  them,  with  a  kind  engaging  air, 
What  their  affli&ion  was,  and  begg'd  a  {hare. 
Jnform'd,  he  gather'd  up  the  broken  thread, 
And,  truth  and  wifdom  gracing  all  he  faid, 
Explain'd,  illuftrated,  and  fearch'd  fo  well, 
The  tender  theme  on  which  they  chofe  to  dwell, 
That  reaching  home,  the  night,  they  faid,  is  near, 
We  muft  not  now  be  parted,  fojourn  here — 
The  new  acquaintance  foon  became  a  gueft, 
And  made  fo  welcome  at  their  iimple  feaft, 
He  blefs'd  the  bread,  but  vanifli'd  at  the  word, 
And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  Tvvas  the  Lord! 
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Did  not  our  hearts  feel  all  he  deign'd  to  fay, 
Did  they  not  burn  within  us  by  the  way  ? 

Now  their's  was  converfe  fuch  as  it  behoves 
Man  to  maintain,  and  fuch  as  God  approves  : 
Their  views  indeed  were  indiftind  and  dim, 
But  yet  fuccefsful,  being  aim'd  at  him. 
Chrift  and  his  character  their  only  fcope, 
Their  objed,  and  their  fubjed,  and  their  hope. 
They  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  feel, 
And,  wanting  him  to  loofe  the  facred  feal, 
Found  him  as  prompt  as  their  defire  was  true 
To  fpread  the  new-born  glories  in  their  view. 
Well — what  are  ages  and  the  lapfe  of  time, 
Match'd  againft  truths,  as  lafling  as  fublime  ? 
Can  length  of  years  on  God  himfelf  exad, 
Or  make  that  fi<5tion  which  was  once  a  fad  ? 
No— marble  and  recording  brafs  decay, 
And  like  the  graver's  mem'ry  pafs  away; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  juft, 
Their  authors'  frailty,  and  return  to  duft; 
But  truth  divine  for  ever  ftands  fecure, 
Its  head  is  guarded  as  its  bafe  is  fure ; 
Fix'd  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endlefs  years, 
The  pillar  of  th'  eternal  plan  appears, 
6 


CONVERSATION;  20/ 

The  raving  ftorm  and  darning  wave  defies, 
Built  by  that  architect  who  built  the  Ikies. 
Hearts  may  be  found,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Chrift  in  all  its  quick'ning  power  j 
And  lips  unftain'd  by  folly  or  by  ftrife, 
Whofe  wifdom,  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  life, 
Taftes  of  its  healthful  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th'  ablution  of  our  woes. 
Oh  days  of  heav'n,  and  nights  of  equal  praife, 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  thofe  heav'nly  days, 
When  fouls  drawn  upwards,  in  communion  fweet, 
Enjoy  the  ftillnels  of  fome  clofe  retreat, 
Difcourfe,  as  if  releas'd  and  fafe  at  home, 
Of  dangers  paft  and  wonders  yet  to  come, 
And  fpread  the  facred  treafures  of  the  breaft 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  reft. 

What,  always  dreaming  over  heav'nly  things, 
Like  angel  heads  in  ftone  with  pigeon-wings  ? 
Canting  and  whining  out  all  day  the  word, 
And  half  the  night  ?  fanatic  and  abfurd  ! 
Mine  be  the  friend  lefs  frequent  in  his  pray'rs, 
Who  makes  no  buttle  with  his  foul's  affairs, 
Whofe  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day, 
And  chafe  the  fplenetic  dull  hours  away; 
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Content  on  earth  in  earthly  things  to  ftiine, 
Who  waits  for  heav'n  ere  he  becomes  divine, 
Leaves  faints  t'  enjoy  thofe  altitudes  they  teach, 
And  plucks  the  fruit  plac'd  more  within  his  reach. 

Well  fpoken,  Advocate  of  fin  and  ihame, 
Known  by  thy  bleating — Ignorance  thy  name. 
Js  fparkling  wit  the  world's  exclufive  right, 
The  fixt  fee-fimple  of  the  vain  and  light  ? 
Can  hopes  of  heav'n,  bright  profpefts  of  an  hour, 
That  come  to  waft  us  out  of  forrow's  pow'r, 
Obfcure  or  quench  a  faculty  that  finds 
Its  happieft  foil  in  the  fereneft  minds  ? 
Religion  curbs  indeed  its  wanton  play, 
And  brings  the  trifler  under  rig'rous  fway, 
But  gives  it  ufefulnefs  unknown  before, 
And,  purifying,  makes  it  ihine  the  more. 
A  Chriftian's  wit  is  inoffenfive  light, 
A  beam  that  aids,  but  never  grieves  the  fight  j 
Vig'r.ous  in  age  as  in  the  flufh  of  youth, 
'Tis  always  adive  on  the  fide  of  truth  $ 
Temp'rance  and  peace  infure  its  healthful  ftatc, 
And  make  it  brighteft  at  its  lateft  date. 
Oh  I  have  feen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  vain, 
Ere  life  go  down,  to  fee  fuch  fights  again) 
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A  vet' ran  warrior  in  the  Chritlian  iield, 
Who  never  faw  the  iword  he  could  not  wield ; 
Grave  without  dulnefs,  learned  without  pride, 
Exacl:,  yet  not  precife,  though  meek,  keen-ey'dj 
A  man  that  would  have  foiled,  at  their  own  play, 
A  dozen  would- he's  of  the  modern  day 3 
Who,  when  occafion  jurUfied  its  ufe, 
Had  wit  as  bright  as  ready  to  produce, 
Could  fetch  from  records  of  an  earlier  age, 
Or  from  philofophy's  enlighten'd  page, 
His  rich  materials,  and  regale  your  ear 
With  Itrains  it  was  a  privilege  to  hear: 
Yet,  above  all,  his  luxury  fupreme, 
And  his  chief  glory,  was  the  gofpel  theme; 
There  he  was  copious  as  old  Greece  or  Rome, 
His  happy  eloquence  feem'd  there  at  home, 
Ambitious  not  to  fhine  or  to  excel, 
But  to  treat  juftly  what  he  lov'd  fo  well. 

It  moves  me  more  perhaps  than  folly  ought, 
When  fome  green  heads,  as  void  of  wit  as  thought, 
Suppofe  themfelves  monopolies  of  fenfe, 
And  wifer  men's  ability  pretence. 
Though  time  will  wear  us,  and  we  mull  grow  old, 
Such  men  are  not  forgot  as  foon  as  cold, 

VOL.  i.  P 
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Their  fragrant  mem'ry  will  out-lall  their  tomb, 
Embalm'd  for  ever  in  its  own  perfume  : 
And,  to  fay  truth,  though  in  its  early  prime, 
And  when  unftain'd  with  any  grofl'tT  crime, 
Youth  has  a  fprightlinefs  and  fire  to  boa  It, 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  loft, 
And  virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crown'd  with  the  garland  of  life's  blooming  years ; 
Yet  age,  by  long  experience  well  inform'd, 
Well  read,  well  temper'd,  with  religion  warm'd, 
That  fire  abated  which  impels  rafh  youth, 
Proud  of  his  fpeed  to  overfhoot  the  truth, 
As  time  improves  the  grape's  authentic  juice, 
Mellows  and  makes  the  fpeech  more  fit  for  ufe, 
And  claims  a  rev'rence  in  its  fliort'ning  day, 
That  'tis  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  age,  lefs  fair,  are  yet  more  found, 
Than  thofe  a  brighter  feafon  pours  around  5 
And,  like  the  ilores  autumnal  funs  mature, 
Through  wintry  rigours  unimpair'd  endure. 
What  is  fanatic  frenzy,  fcorn'd  fo  much, 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  contagious  touch  ? 
I  grant  it  dang'rous,  and  approve  your  fear, 
That  fire  is  catching  if  you  draw  too  near  j 
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But  fage  obfervers  oft  miilake  the  flame, 
And  give  true  piety  that  odious  name. 
To  tremble  (as  the  creature  of  an  hour 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  almighty  power) 
Before  his  prefence,  at  whofe  awful  throne, 
All  tremble,  in  all  worlds,  except  your  own, 
To  fupplicate  his  mercy,  love  his  ways, 
And  prize  them  above  pleafure,  wealth,  or  praife, 
Though  common  ienfe  allow'd  a  catling  voice, 
And,  free  from  bias,  mull  approve  the  choice, 
Convi&s  a  man  fanatic  in  th'  extreme, 
And  wild  as  madnels  in  the  world's  efteera. 
But  that  difeale,  when  Ibberly  defin'd, 
Is  the  fVilfe  fire  of  an  o'erheated  mind; 
It  views  the  truth  with  a  diftorted  eye, 
And  either  warps  or  lays  it  ufelefs  byj 
"i'is  narrow,  ieKifli,  arrogant,  and  draws 
Its  fordid  nourishment  from  man's  applaufe; 
And,  while  at  heart  fin  unrelinquifti'd  lies, 
Prefumes  itfelf  chief  fav'rite  of  the  ikies. 
Tis  fuch  a  light  as  putrefaction  breeds 
In  fly-blown  flefli  whereon  the  maggot  feeds, 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  ufher'd  into  day, 
The  ftench  remains,  the  luftre  dies  away. 
P  2 
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True  blifs,  if  man  may  reach  it,  is  compos'd 
Of  hearts  in  union  mutually  difclos'd  ; 
And,  farewell  elfe  all  hope  of  pure  delight, 
Thofe  hearts  mould  be  reclaim'd,  renew'd,  upright. 
Bad  men,  profaning  friendtlnp's  hallow'd  name, 
Form,  in  its  ftead,  a  covenant  of  msme, 
A  dark  confed'racy  againll  the  laws 
Of  virtue,  and  religion's  glorious  caufe  : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  dreadful  fkill, 
As  baftions  fet  point  blank  againft  God's  will ; 
Enlarge  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt, 
Deeply  refolv'd  to  iliut  a  Saviour  out; 
Call  legions  up  from  hell  to  back  the  deed; 
And,  curft  with  conqueft,  finally  fucceed. 
But  fouls  that  carry  on  a  bleft  exchange 
Of  joys  they  meet  with  in  their  heav'nly  range, 
And  with  a  fearlefs  confidence  make  known 
The  forrows  fympathy  efteems  its  own, 
Daily  derive  increasing  light  and  force 
From  fuch  communion  in  their  pleafant  courfe, 
Feel  lefs  the  journey's  roughnefs  and  its  length, 
Meet  their  oppofers  with  united  ftrength, 
And,  one  in  heart,  in  int'reft,  and  defign, 
Gird  up  each  other  to  the  race  divine. 
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But  Converfation,  choofe  what  theme  we  may, 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way, 
Should  flow,  like  waters  after  fumrner  fliow'rs, 
Not  as  if  rais'd  by  mere  mechanic  pow'rs. 
The  Chriftian,  in  whole  foul,  though  nowdiftrefs'd, 
Lives  the  dear  thought  of  joys  he  once  poflefs'd, 
When  all  his  glowing  language  ilTued  forth 
With  God's  deep  (lamp  upon  its  current  worth, 
Will  fpeak  without  difguife,  and  muft  impart, 
Sad  as  it  is,  his  undiflembling  heart, 
Abhors  constraint,  and  dares  not  feign  a  zeal, 
Or  feem  to  boaft  a  fire,  he  does  not  feel. 
The  fong  of  Sion  is  a  taitelefs  thing, 
Unlefs,  when  riling  on  a  joyful  wing, 
The  foul  can  mix  with  the  celeftial  bands, 
And  give  the  ftrain  the  compafs  it  demands. 
,     Strange  tidings  thefe  to  tell  a  world  who  treat 
All  but  their  own  experience  as  deceit ! 
Will  they  believe,  though  credulous  enough 
To  fwallow  much  upon  much  weaker  proof, 
That  there  are  bleft  inhabitants  of  earth, 
Partakers  of  a  new  ethereal  birth, 
Their  hopes,  defires,  and  purpofes  eftrang'd 
From  things  terreflrial,  and  divinely  chang'd, 
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Their  very  language  of  a  kind  that  fpeaks 

The  foul's  fure  int'reft  in  the  good  the  feeks, 

Who  deal  with  fcripture,  its  importance  felt, 

As  Tally  with  philofophy  once  dealt, 

And  in  the  filent  watches  of  the  night, 

And  through  the  fcenes  of  toil-renewing  light, 

The  focial  walk,  or  folitary  ride, 

Keep  ftill  the  dear  companion  at  their  fide  ? 

No — fliame  upon  a  felf-difgracing  age, 

God's  work  may  ferve  an  ape  upon  a  ftage 

With  fuch  a  jeft  as  fill'd  with  helliili  glee 

Certain  invifibles  as  flirewd  as  he ; 

But  veneration  or  refpeft  finds  none, 

Save  from  the  fubjecls  of  that  work  alone. 

The  world  grown  old,  her  deep  difcernment  fhows, 

Claps  fpeelacles  on  her  fagacious  nofe, 

Perufes  clofely  the  true  Chriitian's  face, 

And  finds  it  a  mere  maik  of  ily  grimace, 

Ufurps  God's  office,  lays  his  bofom  bare, 

And  finds  hypocrify  clofe  lurking  there,  » 

And,  ferving  God  herfelf,  through  mereconftraint, 

Concludes  his  unfeign'd  love  of  him,  jf  feint. 

And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 

(And  in  due  time  the  world  ihall  know  it  too) 
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That  fince  the  flow'rs  of  Eden  felt  the  blaft, 
That  after  man's  defe&ion  laid  all  wade, 
Sincerity  towards  th'  heart-fearching  God, 
Has  made  the  new-born  creature  her  abode, 
Nor  fhall  be  found  in  unregen'rate  fouls, 
Till  the  laft  fire  burn  all  between  the  poles. 
Sincerity !    Why  'tis  his  only  pride ; 
Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  grace  befide, 
He  knows  that  God  demands  his  heart  entire, 
And  gives  him  all  his  juit  demands  require. 
Without  it,  his  pretenfions  were  as  vain, 
As,  having  it,  he  deems  the  world's  difdainj 
That  great  defect  would  coft  him  not  alone 
Man's  favourable  judgment,  but  his  own  j 
His  birthright  fhaken,  and  no  longer  clear, 
Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  fincerc. 
Retort  the  charge,  and  let  the  world  be  told 
She  boafls  a  confidence  fhe  does  not  hold ; 
That,  confcious  of  her  crimes,  fhe  feels  inftead 
,  A  cold  mifgiving,  and  a  killing  dread  j 
That,  while  in  health,  the  ground  of  her  fupport 
Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  fliort ; 
That  tick  ihe  trembles  knowing  fhe  muft  die, 
Her  hope  prefumption,  and  her  faith  a  lie; 
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That  while  fhe  dotes,  and  dreams  that  Hie  believes, 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herfelf  deceives, 

Her  utrooft  reach,  hiftorical  aflent, 

The  doftrines  warpt  to  what  they  never  meant ; 

That  truth  itfelf  is  in  her  head  as  dull, 

And  ufelefs,  as  a  candle  in  a  fcull, 

And  all  her  love  of  God  a  groundlefs  claim, 

A  trick  upon  the  canvafs,  painted  flame. 

Tell  her  again,  the  fneer  upon  her  face, 

And  all  her  cenfures  of  the  work  of  grace, 

Are  infincere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  ihe  would  not,  yet  is  forc'd  to  feel ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Chriftian  (he  reveres, 

And  while  fhe  feems  to  fcorn  him,  only  fears, 

A  poet  does  not  work  by  fquare  or  line, 
As  fimths  and  joiners  perfed  a  defign ; 
At  leaft  we  moderns,  our  attention  lefs, 
Beyond  th*' example  of  our  fires,  digrefs, 
And  claim  a  right  to  fcamper  and  run  wide, 
Wherever  chance,  caprice,  or  fancy  guide. 
The  world  and  I.fortuitoufly  met ; 
I  ow'd  a  trifle,  and  have  paid  the  debt ; 
She  did  me  wrong,  I  recompens'd  the  deed, 
And,  having  ftruck  the  balance,  now  proceed. 
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Perhaps,  however,  as  fome  years  have  pafs'd, 

Since  ihe  and  I  convers'd  together  lad, 

And  I  have  liv'd  reclufe  in  rural  (hades, 

Which  feldom  a  diflincl  report  pervades, 

Great  changes  and  new  manners  have  occur'd, 

And  bleit  reforms  that  I  have  never  heard, 

And  llie  may  now  be  as  difcreet  and  wife, 

As  once  abfurd  in  all  difcerning  eyes. 

Sobriety,  perhaps,  may  now  be  found, 

Where  once  intoxication  prefs'd  the  ground  j 

The  fubtle  and  injurious  may  be  juft, 

And  he  grown  chafte  that  was  the  Have  of  luftj 

Arts  once  efteem'd  may  be  with  fhame  difmifs'd ; 

Charity  may  relax  the  mifer's  fift ; 

The  gamefler  may  have  caft  his  cards  away, 

Forgot  to  curfe,  and  only  kneel  to  pray. 

It  has  indeed  been  told  me  (with  what  weight, 

How  credibly,  'tis  hard  for  me  to  ftate) 

That  fables  old,  that  feem'd  for  ever  mute, 

Reviv'd,  are  haft'ning  into  frefh  repute, 

And  gods  and  goddeffes  difcarded  long, 

Like  ufelefs  lumber,  or  a  flroller's  fong, 

Are  bringing  into  vogue  their  heathen  train, 

And  Jupiter  bids  fair  to  rule  again ; 
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That  certain  feafts  are  inftituted  now, 

Where  Venus  hears  the  lover's  tender  vow 5 

That  all  Olympus  through  the  country  roves, 

To  confecrate  our  few  remaining  groves, 

And  echo  learns  politely  to  repeat 

The  praife  of  names  for  ages  obfolete  ; 

That  having  prov'd  the  weaknefs,  it  Ihould  feern, 

Of  revelation's  ineffectual  beam, 

To  bring  the  pailions  under  fober  fway, 

And  give  the  moral  fprings  their  proper  play, 

They  mean  to  try  what  may  at  lalt  be  done, 

By  flout  fubftantial  gods  of  wood  and  done, 

And  whether  Roman  rites  may  not  produce 

The  virtues  of  old  Rome  for  Engliili  ufe. 

May  fuch  fuccefs  attend  the  pious  plan, 

May  Mercury  once  more  embellim  man, 

Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  arts, 

Reclaim  his  tafte  and  brighten  up  his  parts, 

Make  him  athletic  as  in  days  of  old, 

Learn'd  at  the  bar,  in  the  palaeftra  bold, 

Diveft  the  rougher  fex  of  female  airs, 

And  teach  the  fofter  not  to  copy  their's : 

The  change  (hall  pleafe,  nor  (hall  it  matter  aught 

Who  works  the  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought. 
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"Pis  time,  however,  if  the  cafe  (lands  thus, 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  fide  with  us, 
To  build  our  altar,  confident  and  bold, 
And  fay  as  ftern  Elijah  faid  of  old — 
The  flrife  now  ftands  upon  a  fair  award, 
If  Ifr'el's  Lord  be  God,  then  ferve  die  Lord  : 
If  he  be  lilent,  faith  is  all  a  whim, 
Then  Baal  is  the  God,  and  worfliip  him. 

Digreffion  is  fo  much  in  modern  ufe, 
Thought  is  fo  rare,  and  fancy  fo  profufe, 
Some  never  feem  fo  wide  of  their  intent, 
As  when  returning  to  the  theme  they  meant  j 
As  mendicants,  vhofe  bufinefs  is  to  roam, 
Make  ev'ry  parim,  but  their  own,  their  home. 
Though  fuch  continual  zigzags  in  a  book, 
Such  drunken  reelings  have  an  awkward  look, 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true, 
Than  rove  and  flagger  with  no  mark  in  viewj 
Yet  to  confult  a  little,  feem'd  no  crime, 
The  freakiih  humour  of  the  prefent  time : 
But  now  to  gather  up  what  feems  difpers'd, 
And  touch  the  fubject  I  defign'd  at  firtt, 
May  prove,  though  much  befide  the  rules  of  art, 
Beft  for  the  public,  and  my  wifeft  part. 
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And  firft,  let  no  man  charge  me  that  I  mean 
To  clothe  in  fable  every  focial  fcene, 
And  give  good  company  a  face  fevere, 
As  if  they  met  around  a  father's  bier; 
For  tell  fome  men,  that  pleafure  all  their  bent, 
And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mifpent, 
Their  wifdom  burfts  into  this  fage  reply, 
Then  mirth  is  fin,  and  we  ihould  always  cry. 
To  find  the  medium  afks  fome  (hare  of  wit, 
And  therefore  'tis  a  mark  fools  never  hit. 
But  though  life's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tears, 
A  brighter  fcene  beyond  that  vale  appears, 
Whofe  glory,  with  a  light  that  never  fades, 
Shoots  between  fcatter'd  rocks  and  op'ning  mades, 
And,  while  it  fhows  the  land  the  foul  defires, 
The  language  of  the  land  flie  fecks,  infpires. 
Thus  touch'd,  the  tongue  receives  a  facred  cure, 
Of  all  that  was  abfurd,  profane,  impure; 
Held  within  modeft  bounds,  the  tide  of  fpeech 
Purfues  the  courfe  that  truth  and  nature  teach ; 
No  longer  labours  merely  to  produce 
The  pomp  of  found,  or  tinkle  without  ufe : 
Where'er  it  winds,  the  falutary  ftream, 
Sprightly  and  frefh,  enriches  ev'ry  theme, 
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While  all  the  happy  man  poflefs'd  before, 
The  gift  of  nature,  or  the  clallic  ftore, 
Is  made  fubfervient  to  the  grand  defign, 
For  which  heav'n  form'd  the  faculty  divine. 
So,  fhould  an  idiot,  while  at  large  he  ftrays, 
Find  the  fweet  lyre  on  which  an  artift  plays, 
With  ram  and  awkward  force  the  chords  he  fhakes, 
And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makes; 
But  let  the  wife  and  well-inftru6ted  hand 
Once  take  the  mell  beneath  his  juft  command, 
In  gentle  founds  it  feems  as  it  complain'd 
Of  the  rude  injuries  it  late  fuftain'd, 
Till,  tun'd  at  length  to  fome  immortal  fong, 
Itfoundsjehovah's  name,  and  pours  his  praife  along. 
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—Jludns  fiore ns  igttoKK's  of?. 

VIKG.  Geor.  Lib.  4. 


HACKNEY'D  in  bufinefs,  wearied  at  that  oar 
\Vhichthoufands,  once  faftchain'd  to,  quit  no  more, 
Eut  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  and  low, 
All  wifh,  or  ftem  to  with,  they  could  forego ; 
The  ftatefman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 
Pants  for  the  refuge  of  ibme  rural  lliade, 
Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  fequefter'd  fpot, 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er 
And  add  a  fmile  to  what  was  fweet  before, 
He  may  poflefs  the  joys  he  thinks  he  fees, 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  eafe, 
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Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wafted  fpan, 
And,  having  liv'd  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 
Tims  confcience  pleads  her  caufe  within  the  breaft, 
Though  long  rebell'd  againft.  not  yet  fupprefs'd, 
And  calls  a  creature  form'd  for  God  alone, 
For  heav'n's  high  purpofes,  and  not  his  own  j 
Calls  him  away  from  felfifh  ends  and  aims, 
From  what  debilitates  and  what  inflames, 
From  cities,  humming  with  a  reftlefs  crowd, 
Sordid  as  active,  ignorant  as  loud, 
Whofe  higheft  praifc  is  that  they  live  in  vain, 
The  dupes  of  pleafure,  or  the  Haves  of  gain, 
Where  works  of  man  are  clufter'd  clofe  around, 
And  works  of  God  are  hardly  to  be  found, 
To  regions  where,  in  fpite  of  fin  and  woe, 
Traces  of  Eden  are  ftill  feen  below, 
Where  mountain,  river,  foreft,  field,  and  grove, 
Remind  him  of  his  Maker's  power  and  love. 
'Tis  well  if,  look'd  for  at  fo  late  a  day, 
In  the  la  ft  fcene  of  fuch  a  fenfelefs  play, 
True  wifdom  will  attend  his  feeble  call, 
And  grace  his  a£tton  ere  the  curtain  fall. 
Souls  that  have  long  defpis'd  their  heav'nly  birth, 
Their  wiflies  all  impregnated  with  earth, 
8 
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For  three/core  years  employ 'd  with  ceafeleis  care 
In  catching  fmoke  and  feeding  upon  air, 
Converfant  only  with  the  ways  of  men, 
Rarely  redeem  the  ihort  remaining  ten. 
Invet'rate  habits  choke  th*  unfruitful  heart, 
Their  fibres  penetrate  its  tend'reft  part, 
And,  draining  its  nutritious  pow'rs  to  feed 
Their  noxious  growth,  ftarve  ev'ry  better  feed. 

Happy,  if  full  of  days— but  happier  far, 
If,  ere  we  yet  difcern  life's  ev'ning  flar, 
Sick  of  the  fervice  of  a  world  that  feeds 
Its  patient  drudges  with  dry  chaff  and  weeds, 
We  can  efcape  from  cuiiom's  idiot  fway, 
To  ferve  the  Sov'reign  we  were  born  t'  obey. 
Then  fweet  to  mufe  upon  his  ikill  difplay'd 
(Infinite  Ikill)  in  all  that  he  has  made  ! 
To  trace,  in  nature's  moft  minute  defign, 
The  fignature  and  ftamp  of  pow'r  divine, 
Contrivance  intricate,  exprefs'd  with  eafe, 
.  Where  unaflifted  fight  no  beauty  fees, 
The  mapely  limb  and  lubricated  joint, 
Within  the  frnall  dimenfions  of  a  point, 
Mufcle  and  nerve  miraculoufly  fpun, 
His  mighty  work,  who  fpeaks  and  it  is  done, 
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Th'  invifible  in  things  fcarce  feen  reveal'd, 
To  whom  an  atom  is  an  ample  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thoufand  infeft  forms, 
Thefe  hatch'd,  and  thofe  refufcitated  worms, 
New  life  ordain'd  and  brighter  fcenes  to  (hare, 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  buoyant  upon  air, 
Whofe  fliape  would  make  them,  had  they  bulk  and 

fize, 

More  hideous  foes  than  fancy  can  devife; 
With  helmet  heads  and  dragon  fcales  adorn'd, 
The  mighty  myriads,  now  fecurely  fcorn'd, 
Would  mock  the  majefty  of  man's  high  birth, 
Defpife  his  bulwarks,  and  unpeople  earth  : 
Then  with  a  glance  of  fancy  to  furvey, 
Far  as  the  faculty  can  ftretch  away, 
Ten  thoufand  rivers  pour'd  at  his  command 
From  urns  that  never  fail  through  every  land  j 
Thefe  like  a  deluge  with  impetuous  force, 
Thofe  winding  modeftly  a  filent  courfe ; 
The  cloud-furmounting  alps,  the  fruitful  vales ; 
Seas  on  which  ev'ry  nation  fpreads  her  fails  j 
The  fun,  a  world  whence  other  worlds  drink  light  j 
The  crefcent  moon,  the  diadem  of  night; 
VOL.  i.  Q. 
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Stars  countlefs,  each  in  his  appointed  place, 
Fall-anchor'd  in  the  deep  abyfs  of  fpace — • 
At  fuch  a  light  to  catch  the  poet's  flame, 
And  with  a  rapture  like  his  own  exclaim, 
Thefe  are  thy  glorious  works,  thou  fource  of  good, 
How  dimly  fcen,  how  faintly  underftood  ! 
Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  paternal  care, 
This  univerfal  frame,  thus  wondrous  fair ; 
Thy  pow'r  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thought, 
Ador'd  and  prais'd  in  all  that  thou  haft  wrought. 
Abforb'd  in  that  immenfity  I  fee, 
I  {brink  abas'd,  and  yet  afpire  to  thee ; 
Inftru6t  me,  guide  me,  to  that  heav'nly  day 
Thy  words  more  clearly  than  thy  works  difplay, 
That,  while  thy  truths  my  groffer  thoughts  refine, 
I  may  referable  thee  and  call  thee  mine. 

Oh  bleft  proficiency !  furpafling  all 
That  men  erroneoufly  their  glory  call, 
The  recompenfe  that  arts  or  arms  can  yield, 
The  bar,  the  fenate,  or  the  tented  field. 
Compar'd  with  this  fublimeft  life  below, 
Ye  kings  and  rulers,  what  have  courts  to  {how  ? 
Thus  tiudied,  us'd  and  confecrated  thus, 
On  earth  what  is,  feems  form'd  indeed  for  us  j 
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Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  froward  child, 
Fretful  unlefs  diverted  and  beguil'd, 
Much  lefs  to  feed  and  fan  the  fatal  fires 
Of  pride,  ambition,  or  impure  defires, 
But  as  a  fcale  by  which  the  foul  afcends 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important  ends, 
Securely,  though  by  Heps  but  rarely  trod, 
Mounts  from  inferior  beings  up  to  God, 
And  fees,  by  no  fallacious  light  or  dim, 
Earth  made  for  man,  and  man  himfelf  for  him. 
Not  that  I  mean  t'  approve,  or  would  enforce, 
A  fuperftitious  and  monaftic  courfe : 
Truth  is  not  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  the  world  of  traffic  and  the  lhades, 
And  may  be  fear'd  amidft  the  bufieft  fcenes, 
Or  fcorn'd  where  bufinefs  never  intervenes. 
But  'tis  not  eafy  with  a  mind  like  our's, 
Confcious  of  weaknefs  in  its  nobleft  pow'rs, 
And  in  a  world  where,  other  ills  apart, 
The  roving  eye  mifleads  the  carelefs  heart, 
To  limit  thought,  by  nature  prone  to  ftray 
Wherever  freakim  fancy  points  the  way; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  felf-love  be  ftill, 
Refign  our  own  and  feek  our  Maker's  willj 

a  2 
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To  fpread  the  page  of  fcripture,  and  compare 

Oar  conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there; 

To  meafure  all  that  pafles  in  the  breaft, 

Faithfully,  fairly,  by  that  facred  teftj 

To  dive  into  the  fecret  deeps  within, 

To  fpare  no  paffion  and  no  fav'rite  fin, 

And  fearch  the  themes,  important  above  all, 

Ourfelves  and  our  recov'ry  from  our  fall. 

But  leifure,  filence,  and  a  mind  releas'd 

From  anxious  thoughts  how  wealth  may  be  in- 

creas'd, 

How  to  fecure  in  fome  propitious  hour 
The  point  of  int'reft  or  the  poft  of  pow'r, 
A  foul  ferene,  and  equally  retir'd 
From  objects  too  much  dreaded  or  defir'd, 
Safe  from  the  clamours  of  perverfe  difpute, 
At  leaft  are  friendly  to  the  great  purfuit. 

Op'ning  the  map  of  God's  extenfive  plan, 
We  find  a  little  ifle,  this  life  of  man  j 
Eternity's  unknown  expanfe  appears 
Circling  around  and  limiting  his  years. 
The  bufy  race  examine,  and  explore 
Each  creek  and  cavern  of  the  dang'rous  fliore, 
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With  care  colled  what  in  their  eyes  excels, 
Some  ihining  pebbles,  and  fome  weeds  and  (hellsj 
Thus  laden,  dream  that  they  are  rich  and  great, 
And  happieft  he  that  groans  beneath  his  weight : 
The  waves  o'ertake  them  in  their  ferious  play, 
And  ev'ry  hour  fweeps  multitudes  away 5 
They  (hriek  and  fink,  furvivors  ftart  and  weep, 
Purfue  their  fport,  and  follow  to  the  deep. 
A  few  forfake  the  throng  5  with  lifted  eyes 
Afk  wealth  of  heav'n,  and  cain  a  real  prize — 
Truth,  wifdom,  grace,  and  peace  like  that  above, 
Seal'd  with  his  figne.t  whom  they  ferve  and  love  j 
Scorn'd  by  the  reft,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
A  kind  releafe  from  their  imperfect  ftate, 
And,  unregretted,  are  foon  fnatch'd  away 
From  fcenes  of  forrow  into  glorious  day. 

Nor  thefe  alone  prefer  a  life  reclufe, 
Who  feek  retirement  for  its  proper  ufej 
The  love  of  change  that  lives  in  ev'ry  breaft, 
Genius,  and  temper,  and  defire  of  reft, 
Difcordant  motives  in  one  centre  meet, 
And  each  inclines  its  vot'ry  to  retreat. 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  averfe  to  noife, 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  enjoy*, 
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The  lure  of  av'rice,  or  the  pompous  prize 
That  courts  difplay  before  ambitious  eyes; 
The  fruits  that  hang  on  pleafure's  flow'ry  (tern, 
Whate'er  enchants  them,  are  no  fnares  to  them. 
To  them  die  deep  recefs  of  dulky  groves, 
Or  foreft  where  the  deer  fecurely  roves, 
The  fall  of  waters,  and  the  fong  of  birds, 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  diftant  herds, 
Are  luxuries  excelling  all  the  glare 
The  world  can  boaft,  and  her  chief  fav'rites  iharc. 
With  eager  ftep,  and  carelefsly  array 'd, 
For  fuch  a  caufe  the  poet  feeks  the  fhade, 
From  all  he  fees  he  catches  new  delight, 
Pleas'd  fancy  claps  her  pinions  at  the  fight, 
The  rifing  or  the  fetting  orb  of  day, 
The  clouds  that  flit,  or  flowly  float  away, 
Nature  in  all  the  various  fliapes  flie  wears, 
Frowning  in  florais,  or  breathing  gentle  airs, 
The  fnowy  robe  her  wintry  tiate  affumes, 
Her  fummer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  perfumes- 
All,  all  alike  tranfport  the  glowing  bard, 
Succefs  in  rhyme  his  glory  and  reward. 
Oh  nature !  whofe  Elyfian  fcenes  difclofe 
His  bright  perfections  at  whofe  word  they  rofe. 
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Next  to  that  pow'r  who  form'd  thee  and  fuftains, 
Be  thou  the  great  infpirer  of  my  (trains. 
Still,  as  I  touch  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  charms,  and  guide  an  artlefs  hand, 
That  I  may  catch  a  fire  but  rarely  known, 
Give  ufeful  light  though  I  fhould  mifs  renown, 
And,  poring  on  thy  page,  whofe  ev'ry  line 
Bears  proof  of  an  intelligence  divine, 
May  feel  an  heart  enrich'd  by  what  it  pays, 
That  builds  its  glory  on  its  Maker's  praile. 
Woe  to  the  man  whofe  wit  difclaims  its  ufe, 
Glitt'ring  in  vain,  or  only  to  (educe, 
Who  ftudies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye, 
Admires  the  work,  but  flips  the  lefibn  by; 
His  hours  of  leifure  and  recefs  employs 
In  drawing  pictures  of  forbidden  joys, 
Retires  to  blazon  his  own  worthlefs  name, 
Or  fhoot  the  carelefs  with  a  furer  aim. 

The  lover  too  fhuns  bufinefs  and  alarms, 
Tender  idolater  of  abfent  charms. 
Saints  offer  nothing  in  their  warmeft  pray'rs, 
That  he  devotes  not  with  a  zeal  like  their's  3 
'Tis  confecration  of  his  heart,  foul,  time, 
And  ev'ry  thought  that  wanders,  is  a  crime. 
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In  fighs  he  worships  his  fupremely  fair, 
And  weeps  a  fad  libation  in  defpair, 
Adores  a  creature,  and,  devout  in  vain, 
Wins  in  return  an  anfwer  of  difdain. 
As  woodbine  weds  the  plant  within  her  reach, 
Rough  elm,  or  fmooth-grain'd  a(h,  or  gloffy  beech, 
In  fpiral  rings  afcends  the  trunk,  and  lays 
Her  golden  taflcls  on  the  leafy  fprays, 
But  does  a  mifchief  while  llie  lends  a  grace, 
Strait'ning  its  growth  by  fuch  a  ftrid  embrace — 
So  love,  that  clings  around  the  nobleft  minds, 
Forbids  th'  advancement  of  the  foul  he  binds  ; 
The  fuitor's  air  indeed  he  foon  improves, 
And  forms  it  to  the  tafte  of  her  he  loves, 
Teaches  his  eyes  a  language,  and  no  lefs 
Refines  his  fpeech  and  faihions  his  addrefs : 
But  farewell  promifes  of  happier  fruits, 
Manly  defigns,  and  learning's  grave  purfuitsj 
Girt  with  a  chain  he  cannot  with  to  break, 
His  only  blifs  is  forrow  for  her  fake ; 
Who  will  may  pant  for  glory  and  excel, 
Her  fmile  his  aim,  all  higher  aims  farewell ! 
Thyrfis,  Alexis,  or  whatever  name 
May  lead  offend  againft  fo  pure  a  flame, 
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Though  fage  advice  of  friends  the  moft  fincere 
Sounds  harlhly  in  fo  delicate  an  ear, 
And  lovers  of  all  creatures,  tame  or  wild, 
Can  leaft  brook  management,  however  mild, 
Yet  let  a  poet  (poetry  difarms 
The  fiercer!:  animals  with  magic  charms) 
Rifque  an  intrufion  on  thy  penfive  mood, 
And  woo  and  win  thee  to  thy  proper  good. 
Paftoral  images  and  ftill  retreats, 
Umbrageous  walks  and  folitary  feats, 
Sweet  birds  in  concert  with  harmonious  ftreams, 
Soft  airs,  nocturnal  vigils,  and  day  dreams, 
Are  all  enchantments  in  a  cafe  like  thine, 
Confpire  againft  thy  peace  with  one  defign, 
Sooth  thee  to  make  thee  but  a  furer  prey, 
And  feed  the  fire  that  waftes  thy  pow'rs  away. 
Up — God  has  form'd  thee  with  a  wifer  view, 
Not  to  be  led  in  chains,  but  to  fubdue, 
Calls  thee  to  cope  with  enemies,  and  firft 
Points  out  a  conflict  with  thyfelf,  the  worft. 
Woman  indeed,  a  gift  he  would  beftow 
When  he  defign'd  a  paradife  below, 
The  richeft  earthly  boon  his  hands  aflbrd, 
Deferves  to  be  belov'd,  but  not  ador'd. 
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Poft  away  fwiftly  to  more  a&ive  fcenes, 
Collea  the  icatter'd  truths  that  ftudy  gleans, 
Mix  with  the  world,  but  with  its  wifer  part, 
No  longer  give  an  image  all  thine  heart  j 
Its  empire  is  not  her's,  nor  is  it  thine, 
Tis  God's  juft  claim,  prerogative  divine. 

Virtuous  and  faithful  HEBERDEN  !  whofe  fldll 
Attempts  no  tafk  it  cannot  well  fulfil, 
Gives  melancholy  up  to  nature's  care, 
And  fends  the  patient  into  purer  air. 
Look  where  he  comes — in  this  embow'r'd  alcove — 
Stand  clofe  conceal'd,  and  fee  a  ftatue  move : 
Lips  bufy,  and  eyes  fixt,  foot  falling  flow, 
Arms  hanging  idly  dowu,  hands  clafp'd  below, 
Interpret  to  the  marking  eye  diftrefs, 
Such  as  its  fymptoms  can  alone  exprefs. 
That  tongue  is  filent  now ;  that  filent  tongue 
Could  argue  once,  could  jeft  or  join  the  fong, 
Could  give  advice,  could  cenfure  or  commend, 
Or  charm  the  forrows  of  a  drooping  friend. 
Renounc'd  alike  its  office  and  its  fport, 
Its  brilker  and  its  graver  {trains  fall  Ihort  j 
Both  fail  beneath  a  fever's  fecret  fway, 
And,  like  a  fummer-brook,  are  paft  away. 
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This  is  a  fight  for  pity  to  perufe 
Till  fhe  refemble  faintly  what  ihe  views, 
Till  lympathy  contrad  a  kindred  pain, 
Pierc'd  with  the  woes  that  fhe  laments  in  vain. 
This,  of  all  maladies  that  man  infeft, 
Claims  moft  companion,  and  receives  the  leaft : 
Job  felt  it,  when  he  groan'd  beneath  the  rod 
And  the  barb'd  arrows  of  a  frowning  God  j 
And  fuch  emollients  as  his  friends  could  fpare, 
Friends  fuch  as  his  for  modern  Jobs  prepare. 
Bleft,  rather  curft,  with  hearts  that  never  feel, 
Kept  fnug  in  calkets  of  cloie-hammer'd  fteel, 
With  mouths  made  only  to  grin  wide  and  eat, 
And  minds  that  deem  derided  pain  a  treat, 
With  limbs  of  Britifh  oak,  and  nerves  of  wire, 
And  wit  that  puppet-prompters  might  infpire, 
Their  fov'reign  noiirum  is  a  clumfy  joke, 
On  pangs  enforc'd  with  God's  fevereft  ftroke. 
But,  with  a  foul  that  ever  felt  the  fting 
Of  forrow,  forrow  is  a  facred  thing : 
Not  to  moleft,  or  irritate,  or  raife 
A  laugh  at  his  expence,  is  flender  praife ; 
He  that  has  not  ufurp'd  the  name  of  man 
Does  all,  and  deems  too  little  all,  he  can, 
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T  affuage  the  throbbings  of  the  fefter'd  part, 

And  ftaunch  the  bleedings  of  a  broken  heart. 

Tis  not,  as  heads  that  never  ache  fuppole, 

Forg'ry  of  fancy,  and  a  dream  of  woes; 

Man  is  an  harp  whofe  chords  elude  the  fight, 

Each  yielding  harmony  difpos'd  aright  j 

The  fcrews  revers'd  (a  talk  which  if  he  pleafe- 

God  in  a  moment  executes  with  eafe), 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  firings  at  once  go  loofe, 

Loft,  till  he  tune  them,  all  their  pow'r  and  ufe. 

Then  neither  heathy  wilds,  nor  fcenes  as  fair 

As  ever  recompens'd  the  peafant's  care, 

Nor  foft  declivities  with  tufted  hills, 

Nor  view  of  waters  turning  bufy  mills, 

Parks  in  which  art  preceptrefs  nature  weds, 

Nor  gardens  interfpers'd  with  flow'ry  beds, 

Nor  gales  that  catch  the  fcent  of  blooming  groves, 

And  waft  it  to  the  mourner  as  he  roves, 

Can  call  up  life  into  his  faded  eye, 

That  paffes  all  he  fees  unheeded  by: 

No  wounds  like  thofe  a  wounded  fpirit  feels, 

No  cure  for  fuch,  till  God  who  makes  them,  heals. 

And  thou,  fad  fuff'rer  under  namelefs  ill, 

That  yields  not  to  the  touch  of  human  ikill, 
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Improve  the  kind  occafion,  understand 

A  Father's  frown,  and  kifs  his  chaft'ning  band  : 

To  thee  the  day-fpring,  and  the  blaze  of  noon, 

The  purple  ev'ning  and  refplendent  moon, 

The  ftars  that,  fprinkled  o'er  the  vault  of  night, 

Seem  drops  defcending  in  a  fhow'r  of  light, 

Shine  not,  or  undefir'd  and  hated  fhine, 

Seen  through  the  medium  of  a  cloud  like  thine: 

Yet  feek  him,  in  his  favour  life  is  found, 

All  blifs  betide — a  fhadow  or  a  found : 

Then  heav'n,  eclips'd  fo  long,  and  this  dull  earth, 

Shall  feem  to  ftart  into  a  fecond  birth; 

Nature,  affuming  a  more  lovely  face, 

Borrowing  a  beauty  from  the  works  of  grace, 

Shall  be  defpis'd  and  ovcrlook'd  no  more, 

Shall  fill  thee  with  delights  unfelt  before, 

Impart  to  things  inanimate  a  voice, 

And  bid  her  mountains  and  her  hills  rejoice  j 

The  found  mall  run  along  the  winding  vales, 

And  thou  enjoy  an  Eden  ere  it  fails. 

Ye  groves  (the  ftatefman  at  his  deik  exclaims, 
Sick  of  a  thoufand  difappointed  aims,) 
My  patrimonial  treafure  and  my  pride, 
Beneath  your  ihades  your  gray  poileilbr  hide, 
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Receive  me  languishing  for  that  repofe 

The  fcrvant  of  the  public  never  knows. 

Ye  faw  me  once  (ah,  thofe  regretted  days 

When  boyifh  innocence  was  all  my  praife!) 

Hour  after  hour  delightfully  allot 

To  ftudies  then  familiar,  fince  forgot, 

And  cultivate  a  tafle  for  ancient  fong, 

Catching  its  ardour  as  I  mus'd  along ; 

Nor  feldom,  as  propitious  heav'n  might  fend, 

What  once  I  valued  and  could  boaft,  a  friend, 

Were  witnefles  how  cordially  I  prefs'd 

His  undiffembling  virtue  to  my  breaftj 

Receive  me  now,  not  uncorrupt  as  then, 

Nor  guiltlefs  of  corrupting  other  men, 

But  vers'd  in  arts  that,  while  they  feem  to  ftay 

A  falling  empire,  haften  its  decay. 

To  the  fair  haven  of  my  native  home, 

The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  fatigu'd,  I  come ; 

For  once  I  can  approve  the  patriot's  voice, 

And  make  the  courfe  he  recommends  my  choice  j 

We  meet  at  latt  in  one  lincere  defire, 

His  wim  and  mine  both  prompt  me  to  retire. 

'Tis  done — he  Heps  into  the  welcome  chaife, 

Lolls  at  his  eafe  behind  four  handfome  bays, 
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That  whirl  away  from  bufinefs  and  debate 
The  difincumber'd  Atlas  of  the  ftate. 
Alk  not  the  boy,  who  when  the  breeze  of  morn 
Firft  ihakes  the  glitt'ring  drops  from  every  thorn 
Unfolds  his  flock,  then  under  bank  or  bufh 
Sits  linking  cherry  ftones,  or  platting  rnih, 
How  fair  is  freedom  ? — he  was  always  free : 
To  car-76  his  ruftic  name  upon  a  tree, 
To  fnare  the  mole,  or  with  ill-fafhion'd  hook 
To  draw  th'  incautious  minnow  from  the  brook, 
Are  life's  prime  pleafures  in  his  fimple  view, 
His  flock  the  chief  concern  he  ever  knew — 
She  mines  but  little  in  his  heedlefs  eyes, 
The  good  we  never  mifs  we  rarely  prize : 
But  aik  the  noble  drudge  in  itate  affairs, 
Efcap'd  from  office  and  its  conftant  cares, 
What  charms  he  fees  in  freedom's  fmile  exprefs'd, 
In  freedom  loft  fo  long,  now  repoflefs'd  ; 
Thetonguewhofe  ftrains  were  cogent  ascommands, 
Rever'd  at  home,  and  felt  in  foreign  lands, 
Shall  own  itfelf  a  ftamm'rer  in  that  caufe, 
Or  plead  its  filence  as  its  beft  applaufe. 
He  knows  indeed  that,  whether  drefs'd  or  rude, 
Wild  without  art,  or  artfully  fubdu'd, 
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Nature  in  ev'ry  form  infpires  delight, 
But  never  mark'd  her  with  fo  juft  a  fight. 
Her  hedge-row  ihrabs,  a  variegated  ftore, 
With  woodbine  and  wild  rofes  mantled  o'er, 
Green  balks  and  furrow'd  lands,  the  ftream  that 

fpreads 

Its  cooling  vapour  o'er  the  dewy  meads, 
Downs  that  almoft  efcape  th'  inquiring  eye, 
That  melt  and  fade  into  the  diftant  iky, 
Beauties  he  lately  flighted  as  he  pafs'd, 
Seem  all  created  iince  he  travell'd  laft. 
Mafler  of  all  th'  enjoyments  he  defign'd, 
No  rough  annoyance  rankling  in  his  mind, 
What  early  philofophic  hours  he  keeps, 
How  regular  his  meals,  how  found  he  fleeps-! 
Not  founder  he  that  on  the  mainmaft  head, 
While  morning  kindles  with  a  windy  red, 
Begins  a  long  look-out  for  diftaut  land, 
Nor  quits,  till  ev'ning  watch,  his  giddy  ftand, 
Then  fwift  delcending  with  a  feaman's  bade, 
Slips  to  his  hammoc,  and  forgets  the  blail. 
He  choofes  company,  but  not  the  fquire's, 
Whofe  wit  is  rudenefs,  whofe  good  breeding  tires; 
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Nor  yet  the  parfon's,  who  would  gladly  come, 
Obfequions  when  abroad,  though  proud  at  home} 
Nor  can  he  much  affed  the  neighb'ring  peer, 
\Vhofe  toe  of  emulation  treads  too  near; 
But  wifely  feeks  a  more  convenient  friend, 
With  whom,  difmiffing  forms,  he  may  unbend! 
A  man  whom  marks  of  condefcending  grace 
Teach,  while  they  flatter  him,  his  proper  place ; 
Who  comes  when  call'd,  and  at  a  word  withdraws, 
Speaks  with  referve,  and  liilens  with  applaufe; 
Some  plain  mechanic,  who,  without  pretence 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence; 
On  whom  he  relts  well-pleas'd  his  weary  pow'rs, 
And  talks  and  laughs  away  his  vacant  hours. 
The  tide  of  life,  fwift  always  in  its  courfe, 
May  run  in  cities  with  a  briiker  force, 
But  no  where  with  a  current  fo  ferene, 
Or  half  fo  clear,  as  in  the  rural  fcene. 
Yet  how  fallacious  is  all  earthly  blifs , 
What  obvious  truths  the  wifeft  heads  may  mifs  j 
Some  pleafures  live  a  month,  and  fome  a  year, 
But  fhort  the  date  of  all  we  gather  here ; 
No  happinefs  is  felt,  except  the  true, 
That  does  not  charm  thee  more  for  being  new. 
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This  obfervation,  as  it  chanc'd,  not  made, 

Or  if  the  thought  occurr'd,  not  duly  weigh'd, 

He  fighs — for,  after  all,  by  flow  degrees, 

The  fpot  he  lov'd  has  loft  the  pow'r  to  pleafej 

To  crofs  his  ambling  pony  day  by  day, 

Seems  at  the  beft  but  dreaming  life  away} 

The  profpedt,  fuch  gs  might  enchant  defpair, 

He  views  it  not,  or  fees  no  beauty  there ; 

With  aching  heart,  and  difcontented  looks, 

Returns  at  noon  to  billiards  or  to  books, 

But  feels,  while  grafping  at  his  faded  joys, 

A  fecret  thirft  of  his  renounc'd  employs. 

He  chides  the  tardinefs  of  ev'ry  poft, 

Pants  to  be  told  of  battles  won  or  loft, 

Blames  his  own  indolence,  obferves,  though  late, 

Tis  criminal  to  leave  a  finking  ftate, 

Flies  to  the  levee,  and,  receiv'd  with  grace, 

Kneels,  kifles  hands,  and  fhines  again  in  place. 

Suburban  villas,  highway-fide  retreats, 
That  dread  th'  encroachment  of  our  growing  ftreets, 
Tight  boxes,  neatly  fafh'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July  fun's  collefted  rays, 
Delight  the  citizen,  who,  gafping  there, 
Breathes  clouds  of  duft,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
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Oh  fweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  thought. 
That  could  afford  retirement,  or  could  not  ? 
Tis  fuch  an  eaiy  walk,  fo  fmooth  and  ftraight, 
The  fecond  mileftone  fronts  the  garden  gate  5 
A  ftep  if  fair,  and,  if  a  fhower  approach, 
You  find  fafe  (belter  in  the  next  ftage-coach. 
There,  prifon'd  in  a  parlour  fnug  and  Imall, 
Like  bottled  wafps  upon  a  fouthern  wall, 
The  man  of  bus'nefs  and  his  friends  comprefs'd, 
Forget  their  labours,  and  yet  find  no  reit ;    , 
But  (till  'tis  rural — trees  are  to  be  feen 
From  ev'ry  window,  and  the  fields  are  green  ; 
Ducks  paddle  in  the  pond  before  the  door, 
And  what  could  a  remoter  fcene  fhow  more  ? 
A  fenfe  of  elegance  we  rarely  find 
The  portion  of  a  mean  or  vulgar  mind, 
And  ignorance  of  better  things  makes  man, 
Who  cannot  much,  rejoice  in  what  he  can  ; 
And  he  that  deems  his  leifure  well  beftow'd 
In  contemplation  of  a  turnpike  road, 
Is  occupied  as  well,  employs  his  hours 
As  wifely,  and  as  much  improves  his  pow'rs, 
As  he  that  ilumbers  in  pavilions  grac'd 
With  all  the  charms  of  an  accomplim'd  tafte. 
R  2 
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Yet  hence,  alas !  infolvencies ;  and  hence 
The  unpitied  victim  of  ill-judg'd  expence, 
From  all  his  wearifome  engagements  freed, 
Shakes  hands  with  bufinefs,  and  retires  indeed. 

Your  prudent  grand-mammas,  ye  modern  belles, 
Content  with  Briftol,  Bath,  and  Tunbridge-wells, 
When  health  requir'd  it  would  confent  to  roam, 
Elfe  more  attach' d  to  pleafures  found  at  home. 
But  now  alike,  gay  widow,  virgin,  wife, 
Ingenious  to  diversify  dull  life, 
In  coaches,  chaifes,  caravans,  and  hoys, 
Fly  to  the  coaft  for  daily,  nightly  joys, 
And  all,  impatient  of  dry  land,  agree, 
With  one  confent,  to  rum  into  the  fea. — 
Ocean  exhibits,  fathomlefs  and  broad, 
Much  of  the  power  and  majefty  of  God. 
He  fwathes  about  the  fvvelling  of  the  deep, 
That  fhines  and  refts,  as  infants  fmile  and  fleep; 
Vaft  as  it  is,  it  anfwers  as  it  flows 
The  breathings  of  the  lighted  air  that  blows } 
Curling  and  whit'ning  over  all  the  wafte, 
The  rifing  waves  obey  th'  increafing  blaft, 
Abrupt  and  horrid  as  the  tempeft  roars, 
Thunder  and  flafh  upon  the  ftedfaft  fiiores, 
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Till  he  that  rides  the  whirlwind  checks  the  rein, 
Then,  all  the.  world  of  waters  ileeps  again. — 
Nereids  or  Dryads,  as  the  faihion  leads, 
Now  in  the  floods,  now  panting  in  the  meads, 
Vot'ries  of  pleafure  Hill,  where'er  Ihe  dwells, 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  cells, 
Oh  grant  a  poet  leave  to  recommend 
(A  poet  fond  of  nature,  and  your  friend) 
Her  flighted  works  to  your  admiring  view; 
Her  works  muft  needs  excel,  who  faihion'd  you. 
Would  ye,  when  rambling  in  your  morning  ride, 
With  fome  unmeaning  coxcomb  at  your  iide, 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  his  idle  pains, 
To  waile  unheard  the  mufic  of  his  ilrains, 
And,  deaf  to  all  th'  impertinence  of  tongue, 
That,  while  it  courts,  affronts  and  does  you  wrong, 
Mark  well  the  nnifh'd  plan  without  a  fault, 
The  feas  globofe  and  huge,  th'  o'erarching  vault, 
Earth's  millions  daily  fed,  a  world  employ 'd 
In  gath'ring  plenty  yet  to  be  enjoy'd, 
Till  gratitude  grew  vocal  in  the  praife 
Of  God,  beneficent  in  all  his  ways; 
Grac'd  with  fuch  wifdom,  how  would  beauty  fliine  I 
Ye  want  but  that  to  feein  indeed  divine. 
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Anticipated  rents,  and  bills  unpaid, 
Force  many  a  (Lining  youth  into  the  {hade, 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  eftate, 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 
There,  hid  in  loath'd  obfcurity,  remov'd 
From  pleafures  left,  but  never  more  belov'd, 
He  juft  endures,  and  with  a  fickly  fpleen 
Sighs  o'er  the  beauties  of  the  charming  fcene. 
Nature  indeed  looks  prettily  in  rhyme; 
Streams  tinkle  fweetly  in  poetic  chime ; 
The  warblings  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  ftrong, 
Are  mnfical  enough  in  Thomfon's  fong ; 
And Cobham's groves, andWindfor's  green  retreats, 
When  Pope  defcribes  them,  have  a  thoufand  fweets; 
He  likes  the  country,  but  in  truth  muft  own, 
Moft  likes  it,  when  he  ftudies  it  in  town. 

Poor  Jack — no  matter  who— for  when  I  blame 
I  pity,  and  muft  therefore  fink  the  name, 
Liv'd  in  his  faddle,  lov'd  the  chafe,  the  courfe, 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  kifs'd  his  horfe. 
Th'  eftate  his  fires  had  own'd  in  ancient  years 
Was  quickly  diftanc'd,  match'd  again  ft  a  peer's, 
Jack  vanilh'd,  was  regretted  and  forgot ; 
Tis  wild  good-nature's  never-failing  lot. 
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At  length,  when  all  had  long  fnppos'd  him  dead, 
By  cold  fubmerfion,  razor,  rope,  or  lead, 
My  lord,  alighting  at  his  ufual  place, 
The  Crown,  took  notice  of  an  oftler's  face. 
Jack  knew  his  friend,  but  hop'd  in  that  difguifc 
He  might  efcape  the  moil  obferving  eyes, 
And  whittling,  as  if  unconcern'd  and  gay, 
Curried  his  nag,  and  look'd  another  way. 
Convinc'd  at  laft,  upon  a  nearer  view, 
'Twas  he,  the  fame,  the  very  Jack  he  knew, 
O'erwhelm'd  at  once  with  wonder,  grief,  and  joy, 
He  prefs'd  him  much  to  quit  his  bafe  employ ; 
His  countenance,  his  purfe,  his  heart,  his  hand, 
Infl'ence  and  pow'r,  were  all  at  his  command : 
Peers  are  not  always  gen'rous  as  well-bred, 
But  Granby  was,  meant  truly  what  he  laid. 
Jack  bow'd,  and  wasoblig'd — confefs'd'twasflrange 
That  fo  retir'd  he  fhould  not  wifti  a  change, 
But  knew  no  medium  between  guzzling  beer, 
And  his  old  flint — three  thoufand  pounds  a  year. 

Thus  fome  retire  to  nouriih  hopelefs  woe  j 
Some  feeking  happinefs  not  found  below; 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  mind 
To  focial  icenes  by  nature  difinclin'd  j 
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Some  fvvay'cl  by  failiion,  fotne  by  deep  difgult ; 
Some  felf-impov'ri£h'd,  and  becaufe  they  muft; 
But  few  that  court  Retirement  are  aware 
Of  half  the  toils  they  moft  encounter  there. 

Lucrative  offices  are  feldom  loft 
For  want  of  pow'rs  proportion'd  to  the  poft : 
Give  e'en  a  dunce  th'  employment  he  defires, 
And  he  foon  finds  the  talents  it  requires; 
A  bufinefs  with  an  income  at  his  heels 
Furnifhes  always  oil  for  its  own  wheels. 
But  in  his  arduous  enterprife  to  clofe 
His  active  years  with  indolent  repofe, 
He  finds  the  labours  of  that  ftate  exceed 
His  utmoft  faculties,  fevere  indeed. 
"Pis  eafy  to  reiign  a  toilfome  place, 
But  not  to  manage  leifure  with  a  grace ; 
Abfence  of  occupation  is  not  reft, 
A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  diftrefafd. 
The  vet'ran  fteed,  excus'd  his  talk  at  length, 
In  kind  compaffion  of  his  failing  ftrength, 
And  turn'd  into  the  park  or  mead  to  graze, 
Exempt  from  future  fervice  all  his  days, 
There  feels  a  pleafure  perfecl  in  its  kind, 
Ranges  at  liberty,  and  fnuffs  the  wind : 
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But  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  bufy  road, 
To  tafte  a  joy  like  that  he  has  beftow'd, 
He  proves  lefs  happy  than  his  favour'd  brute, 
A  life  of  eafe  a  difficult  purfuit. 
Thought,  to  the  man  that  never  thinks,  may  feem 
As  natural  as,  when  afleep,  to  dream  ; 
But  reveries  (for  human  minds  will  aft) 
Specious  in  mow,  impoffible  in  fact, 
Thofe  flimfy  webs  that  break  as  foon  as  wrought, 
Attain  not  to  the  dignity  of  thought : 
Nor  yet  the  fwarms  that  occupy  the  brain, 
Where  dreams  of  drefs,  intrigue,  and  pleafure  reign  j 
Nor  fuch  as  ulelefs  conveffation  breeds, 
Or  luft  engenders,  and  indulgence  feeds. 
Whence,  and  what  are  we?  to  what  end  ordain'd? 
What  means  the  drama  by  the  world  fuftain'd  ? 
Bufinefs  or  vain  amufement,  care  or  mirth, 
Divide  the  frail  inhabitants  of  earth. 
Is  duty  a  mere  fport,  or  an  employ  ? 
Life  an  intrufted  talent,  or  a  toy? 
Is  there,  as  reafon,  confcience,  fcripture,  fay, 
Caufe  to  provide  for  a  great  future  day, 
When,  earth's  aflign'd  duration  at  an  end, 
JNIan  ihall  be  f ummon'd  and  the  dead  attend  ? 
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The  trumpet — will  it  found  ?  the  curtain  rife  ? 
And  fhow  th'  auguft  tribunal  of  the  flues, 
Where  no  prevarication  fhall  avail, 
Where  eloquence  and  artifice  fhall  fail, 
The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  fall, 
And  confcience  and  our  condu6t  judge  us  all  ? 
Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midnight  oil 
To  learned  cares  or  philofophic  toil, 
Though  I  revere  your  honourable  names, 
Your  ufeful  labours  and  important  aims, 
And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  your  aid, 
Enrich'd  with  the  difcoveries  ye  have  madej 
Yet  let  me  ftand  excfts'd,  if  I  eAeem 
A  mind  employ 'd  on  fo  fublime  a  theme, 
Pufhing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date 
And  outline  of  the  prefent  tranfient  flate, 
And,  after  poifing  her  advent'rous  wings, 
Settling  at  laft  upon  eternal  things, 
Far  more  intelligent,  and  better  taught 
The  ftrenuous  ufe  of  profitable  thought, 
Than  ye,  when  happieft,  and  enlighten'd  moft, 
And  higheft  in  renown,  can  jufrly  boaft. 
A  mind  unnerv'd,  or  indifpos'd  to  bear 
The  weight  of  fubjeds  worthieft  of  her  care, 


RETIREMENT.  351 

Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  fcene  infpires, 
Muft  change  her  nature,  or  in  vain  retires. 
An  idler  is  a  watch  that  wants  both  hands, 
As  ufelefs  if  it  goes  as  when  it  ftands. 
Books  therefore,  not  the  fcandal  of  the  (helves, 
In  which  lewd  fenfualifts  print  out  themfelvesj 
Nor  thofe  in  which  the  ftige  gives  vice  a  blow, 
With  what  fuccefs  let  modern  manners  fhowj 
Nor  his  who,  for  the  bane  of  thoufands  born, 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laugh'd  his  word  to  fcorn, 
Skilful  alike  to  feem  devout  and  juft, 
And  ftab  religion  with  a  fly  fide-thruft; 
Nor  thofe  of  learn'd  philologifts,  who  chafe 
A  panting  fyllable  through  time  and  fpace, 
Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  in  the  dark, 
To  Gaul,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  ark} 
But  fuch  as  learning  without  falfe  pretence, 
The  friend  of  truth,  th'  aflbciate  of  found  fenfe, 
And  fuch  as  in  the  zeal  of  good  defign, 
Strong  judgment  lab' ring  in  the  fcripture  mine, 
All  fuch  as  manly  and  great  fouls  produce, 
Worthy  to  live,  and  of  eternal  ule : 
Behold  in  thefe  what  leifure  hours  demand, 
Amufenient  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  hand. 
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Luxury  gives  the  mind  a  childifh  caft, 
And  while  {he  polilhes,  perverts  the  tafte  j 
Habits  of  clofe  attention,  thinking  heads, 
Become  more  rare  as  diffipation  fpreads, 
Till  authors  hear  at  length,  one  gen'ral  cry, 
Tickle  and  entertain  us,  or  we  die. 
The  loud  demand,  from  year  to  year  the  fame, 
Beggars  invention  and  makes  fancy  lame, 
Till  farce  itfelf,  moll  mournfully  jejune, 
Calls  for  the  kind  affiftance  of  a  tune  3 
And  novels  (witnefs  ev'ry  month's  review) 
Belie  their  name,  and  offer  nothing  new. 
The  mind,  relaxing  into  needful  fport, 
Should  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  fort, 
Whofe  wit  well  manag'd,  and  whofe  claffic  ftylc, 
Give  truth  a  luftre,  and  make  wildom  fmile. 
Friends  (for  I  cannot  ftint,  as  fome  have  done, 
Too  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one  ; 
Though  one,  I  grant  it,  in  the  gen'rous  breaft 
Will  ftand  advanc'd  a  ftep  above  the  reft : 
Flow'rs  by  that  name  promifcuoufly  we  call, 
But  one,  the  rofe,  the  regent  of  them  all) — 
Friends,  not  adopted  with  a  fchool-boy's  hafte, 
But  chofen  with  a  nice  difcerning  tafte, 
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Well-born,  well-difciplin'd,  who,  plac'd  apart 
From  vulgar  minds,  have  honour  much  at  heart, 
And,  tho'  the  world  may  think  th'  ingredients  odd, 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  fear  of  God ! 
Such  friends  prevent  what  elfe  would  foon  fucceed, 
A  temper  ruftic  as  the  life  we  lead, 
And  keep  the  polith  of  the  manners  clean, 
As  thcir's  who  buftle  in  the  bufieft  fcene ; 
For  folitude,  however  fome  may  rave, 
Seeming  a  fan&uary,  proves  a  grave, 
A  fcpulchre  in  which  the  living  lie, 
"Where  all  good  qualities  grow  lick  and  die. 
I  praife  die  Frenchman  *,  his  remark  was  flirewd — 
How  fweet,  how  paffing  fweet,  is  folitude  ! 
But  grant  me  Hill  a  friend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom  I  may  whifper — folitude  is  fweet. 
Yet  neither  thefe  delights,  nor  aught  befide 
That  appetite  can  alk,  or  wealth  provide, 
Can  fave  us  always  from  a  tedious  day, 
Or  fhine  the  dulnefs  of  ftill  life  away; 
Divine  communion,  carefully  enjoy 'd, 
Or  fought  with  energy,  mull  fill  the  void. 

*  Bruyerc. 
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Oh  facred  art,  to  which  alone  life  owes 

Its  happieft  feafons,  and  a  peaceful  clofe, 

Scorn'd  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  fcorn 

For  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  born, 

Not  knowing  thee,  we  reap,  with  bleeding  hands, 

Flow'rs  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lands, 

And,  while  experience  cautions  us  in  vain, 

Grafp  feeming  happinefs,  and  find  it  pain. 

Defpondence,  felf-deferted  in  her  grief, 

Loft  by  abandoning  her  own  relief, 

Murmuring  and  ungrateful  difcontent, 

That  fcorns  afflictions  mercifully  meant, 

Thofe  humours  tart  as  wines  upon  the  fret, 

Which  idlenefs  and  wearinefs  beget ; 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  plagues  that  haunt  the  breaft, 

Fond  of  the  phantom  of  an  earthly  reft, 

Divine  communion  chafes,  as  the  day 

Drives  to  their  dens  th'  obedient  beafts  of  prey. 

See  Judah's  promis'd  king,  bereft  of  all, 

Driv'n  out  an  exile  from  the  face  of  Saul, 

To  diftant  caves  the  lonely  wand'rer  flies, 

To  feek  that  peace  a  tyrant's  frown  denies. 

Hear  the  fweet  accents  of  his  tuneful  voice, 

Hear  him,  o'ervvhelm'd  with  forrow,  yet  rejoice  j 
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No  womanim  or  wailing  grief  has  part, 
No,  not  a  moment,  in  his  royal  heart ; 
'Tis  manly  mufic,  fuch  as  martyrs  make, 
Suff'ring  with  gladnefs  for  a  Saviour's  fake ; 
His  foul  exults,  hope  animates  his  lays, 
The  fenfe  of  mercy  kindles  into  praife, 
And  wilds,  familiar  with  a  lion's  roar, 
Ring  with  ecflatic  founds  unheard  before : 
'Tis  love  like  his  that  can  alone  defeat 
The  foes  of  man,  or  make  a  defert  fweet. 

Religion  does  not  cenfure  or  exclude 
Unnumber'd  pleafures  harmlefsly  purfu'd ; 
To  ftudy  culture,  and  with  artful  toil 
To  meliorate  and  tame  the  ftubborn  foil  j 
To  give  diflimilar  yet  fruitful  lands 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plant,  that  each  demands ; 
To  cheriili  virtue  in  an  humble  ftate, 
And  fhare  the  joys  your  bounty  may  create; 
To  mark  the  matchlefs  workings  of  the  pow'r 
That  fhuts  within  its  feed  the  future  flow'r, 
Bid  thefe  in  elegance  of  form  excel, 
In  colour  thefe,  and  thofe  delight  the  fmell, 
Sends  nature  forth  the  daughter  of  the  Ikies, 
To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  all  human  eyesj 
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TO  teach  the  canvafs  innocent  deceit, 
Or  lay  the  landfcape  on  the  fnowy  fheet — 
Thefe,  thefe  are  arts  purfu'd  without  a  crime, 
That  leave  no  ftain  upon  the  wing  of  time. 

Me  poetry  (or,  rather,  notes  that  aim 
Feebly  and  vainly  at  poetic  fame) 
Employs,  Ihut  out  from  more  important  views, 
Faft  by  the  banks  of  the  flow  winding  Oufe ; 
Content  if,  thus  fequetter'd,  I  may  raife 
A  monitor's,  though  not  a  poet's  praife, 
And  while  I  teach  an  art  too  little  known, 
To  clofe  life  wifely,  may  not  wafte  my  own. 


THE    DOVES. 


i. 

REAS'NIKG  at  every  ftep  be  treads, 

Man  yet  miftaKes  his  way> 
While  meaner  tilings,  whom  inftin£t  leads, 

Are  rarely  known  to  Jftray. 

II. 
One  filent  eve  I  wander'd  late, 

And  heard  the  voice  of  love  j 
The  turtle  thus  addrefs'd  her  mate, 

And  footh'd  the  lift'ning  dove — 

III. 
Our  mutual  bond  of  faith  and  truth, 

No  time  lhall  difeugagej 
Thofe  bleffings  of  our  early  youth, 

Shall  cheer  our  lateft  age : 

VOL.  i.  S 
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IV. 

While  innocence  without  difguife, 

And  conftancy  lincere, 
Shall  fill  the  circles  of  thofe  eyes, 

And  mine  can  read  them  there} 

V. 
Thofe  ills  that  wait  on  all  below 

Shall  ne'er  be  felt  by  me, 
Or,  gently  felt,  and  only  fo, 

As  being  fhar'd  with  thee. 

VL 
When  lightnings  flafli  among  the  trees, 

Or  kites  are  hov'ring  near, 
I  fear  left  thee  alone  they  feize, 

And  know  no  other  fear. 
VII. 
Tis  then  I  feel  myfelf  a  wife, 

And  prefs  thy  wedded  fide, 
Refolv'd  an  union  form'd  for  life 

Death  never  (hall  divide. 
VIII. 
But,  oh !    if,  fickle  and  unchafte, 

(Forgive  a  tranfient  thought) 
Thou  could  become  unkind  at  laft, 

And  fcorn  thy  prefent  lot, 


IX. 

No  need  of  lightnings  from  on  high, 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak  j 
Denied  th'  endearments  of  thine  eye, 

This  widow'd  heart  would  break. 

X. 
Thus  fang  the  fweet  fequefter'd  bird 

Soft  as  the  paffing  wind, 
And  I  recorded  what  I  heard  — 

A  leffbn  for  mankind. 


A     FABLE. 

A  RAVEN,  while  with  gloffy  breaft 
Her  new-laid  eggs  {he  fondly  prefs'd, 
And  on  her  wicker-work  high  mounted 
He  chickens  prematurely  counted, 
(A  fault  philofophers  might  blame 
If  quite  exempted  from  the  fame) 
S  2 
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Enjoy'd  at  eafe  the  genial  dayj 

Twas  April  as  the  bumkins  fay, 

The  legiflature  call'd  it  May. 

But  fuddenly  a  wind  as  high 

As  ever  fwept  a  winter  Iky 

Shook  the  young  leaves  about  her  ears, 

And  fill'd  her  with  a  thoufand  fears, 

Left  the  rude  blaft  fhould  fnap  the  bough, 

And  fpread  her  golden  hopes  below. 

But  juft  at  eve  the  blowing  weather, 

And  all  her  fears  were  hufli'd  together: 

And  now,  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 

"Pis  over,  and  the  brood  is  fafe  5 

(For  Ravens,  though,  as  birds  of  omen, 

They  teach  both  conj'rers  and  old  women 

To  tell  us  what  is  to  befall, 

Can't  prophefy  themfelves  at  all.) 

The  morning  came,  when  neighbour  Hodge, 

Who  long  had<mark'd  her  airy  lodge, 

And  deftin'd  all  the  treafure  there 

A  gift  to  his  expecting  fair, 

Climb'd  like  a  fquirrel  to  his  dray, 

And  bore  the  worthlefs  prize  away. 
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MORAL. 

Tis  Providence  alone  fecures, 
In  every  change,  both  mine  and  TOUT'S  : 
Safety  confifts  not  in  efcape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightful  ftiape; 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  fpare 
The  man  that's  ftrangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  fteals  along  with  filent  tread, 
Found  oft'neft  in  what  leaft  we  dread, 
Frowns  in  the  ftorm  with  angry  brow, 
Eut  in  the  funlhine  ftrikes  the  blow. 


A   COMPARISON. 

THE  lapfe  of  time  and  rivers  is  the  famej 

Both  fpeed  their  journey  with  a  reftlefs  ftream  j 

The  filent  pace  with  which  they  fteal  away 

No  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pray'rs  perfuade  to  flay  ' 

Alike  irrevocable  both  when  paft, 

And  a  wide  ocean  fwallows  both  at  laft. 
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Though  each  referable  each  in  ev'ry  part, 
A  difference  ftrikes  at  length  the  mufing  heart  j 
Streams  never  flow  in  vain;  where  ftreams  abound, 
How  laughs  the  land  with  various  plenty  crown'd ! 
But  time  that  fhould  enrich  the  nobler  mind, 
Neglected,  leaves  a  dreary  wafte  behind. 


ANOTHER. 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  TOUNG   LADY. 

SWEET  ftream  that  winds  through  yonder  glade, 

Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid — 

Silent  and  chafte  fhe  fteals  along, 

Far  from  the  world's  gay  bufy  throng, 

With  gentle,  yet  prevailing,  force, 

Intent  upon  her  deftin'd  courfe  j 

Graceful  and  ufeful  all  me  does, 

Blcfling  and  bleft  where'er  (he  goes, 

Pure-bofom'd  as  that  wat'ry  glafs, 

And  heav'n  reflected  in  her  face. 
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VERSES 

SUPPOSED    TO    BE   WRITTEN   BY  ALEXANDER    SEL- 

KIRK, DURING  HIS  SOLITARY  ABODE  IN  THB 

ISLAND    OF  JUAN    FERNANDEZ. 

I. 

I  AM  monarch  of  all  I  furvey, 

My  right  there  is  none  to  difpute  j 
From  the  centre  all  round  to  the  fea, 

I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 
Oh,  folitude  !  where  are  the  charms 

That  fages  have  feen  in  thy  face  ? 
Better  dwell  in  the  mid  ft  of  alarms, 

Than  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 


I  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 

I  muft  rinifli  my  journey  alone, 
Never  hear  the  fweet  mufic  of  fpeech  j 

I  ftart  at  the  found  of  my  own. 
The  beafts,  that  roam  over  the  plain, 

My  form  with  indifference  fee  ; 
They  are  fo  unacquainted  with  man, 

Their  tamenefs  is  Shocking  to  me. 
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III. 

Society,  friendfhip,  and  love, 

Divinely  beftow'd  upon  man, 
Oh,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove, 

How  foon  would  I  tafte  you  again  I 
My  forrows  I  then  might  affuage 

In  the  ways  of  religion  and  truth, 
Might  learn  from  the  wifdom  of  age, 

And  be  cheer 'd  by  the  fallies  of  youth. 

IV. 

Religion  !  what  treafure  untold 

Refides  in  that  heavenly  word ! 
More  precious  than  filver  and  gold, 

Or  all  that  this  earth  can  afford. 
But  the  found  of  the  church-going  bell 

Thefe  vallies  and  rocks  never  heard, 
Ne'er  figh'd  at  the  found  of  a  knell, 

Or  fmil'd  when  a  fabbath  appear'd. 

V. 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  yonr  fport, 

Convey  to  this  defolate  (here 
Some  cordial  endearing  report 

Of  a  land  I  ftiall  vifit  no  more, 
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My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  fend 

A  wim  or  a  thought  after  me  ? 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend, 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  fee. 

VI. 

How  fleet  is  a  glance  of  the  mind ! 

Compar'd  with  the  fpeed  of  its  flight, 
The  tempeft  itfelf  lags  behind, 

And  the  fwift  winged  arrows  of  light. 
When  I  think  of  my  own  native  land, 

In  a  moment  I  feem  to  be  there  j 
But  alas !  recolle&ion  at  hand 

Soon  hurries  me  back  to  defpair. 

VII. 

But  the  fea-fo\vl  is  gone  to  her  neft, 

The  bead  is  laid  down  in  his  lair, 
Ev'n  here  is  a  feafon  of  reft, 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There's  mercy  in  every  place ; 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thought ! 
Gives  even  affliction  a  grace, 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 
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ON   THE    PROMOTION    OF 

EDWARD     THURLOW,     ESQ. 

TO  THE  LORD  HIGH  CHANCELLORSHIP  OF 
ENGLAND. 

I. 

ROUND  Tharlow's  head,  in  early  youth, 

And  in  his  fportive  days, 
Fair  fcience  pour'd  the  light  of  truth, 

And  genius  flied  his  rays. 

II. 

See !  with  united  wonder,  cried 

Th'  experienc'd  and  the  fage, 
Ambition  in  a  boy  fup plied 

With  all  the  fldll  of  age  ! 

III. 
Difcernment,  eloquence,  and  grace, 

Proclaim  him  born  to  fway 
The  balance  in  the  higheft  place, 
And  bear  the  palm  away, 
8 


ODE   TO    PEACE.1  26/ 

IV. 

The  praiie  beftow'd  was  juft  and  wifej 

He  fprang  impetuous  forth, 
Secure  of  conqueft  where  the  prize 

Attends  fuperior  worth. 

V. 

So  the  beft  courfer  on  the  plain 

Ere  yet  he  flarts  is  known, 
And  does  but  at  the  goal  obtain 

What  all  had  deem'd  his  own. 


ODE    TO    PEACE. 

I. 

COME,  peace  of  mind,  delightful  gueft, 
Return  and  make  thy  downy  neft 

Once  more  in  this  fad  heart ! 
Nor  riches  I,  nor  pow'r,  purfue, 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joys  in  view ; 

We  therefore  need  not  part. 
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II. 

Where  wilt  thou  dwell,  if  not  with  me, 
From  av'rice  and  ambition  free, 

And  pleafure's  fatal  wiles  ? 
For  whom,  alas !  doft  thou  prepare 
The  fweets  that  I  was  wont  to  (hare, 

The  banquet  of  thy  fmiles  ? 

III. 

The  great,  the  gay,  (hall  they  partake 
The  heav'n  that  thou  alone  canft  make  ? 

And  wilt  thou  quit  the  ftream 
That  murmurs  through  the  dewy  mead, 
The  grove  and  the  fequefter'd  med, 

To  be  a  gueft  with  them  ? 

IV. 

For  thee  I  panted,  thee  I  priz'd, 
For  thee  I  gladly  facrific'd 

Whate'er  I  lov'd  before  j 
And  fhall  I  fee  thee  ftart  away, 
And,  helplefs,  hopelefs,  hear  thee  fay — 

Farewell !  we  meet  no  more  ? 


HUMAN   FRAILTY. 

HUMAN    FRAILTY. 

I. 

WEAK  and  irrefolute  is  man  j 

The  purpofe  of  to-day, 
Woven  with  pains  into  his  plan, 

To-morrow  rends  away. 

II. 

The  bow  well  bent,  and  fmart  the  fpring, 

Vice  feems  already  flain  j 
But  paffion  rudely  fnaps  the  firing, 

And  it  revives  again. 

III. 

Some  foe  to  his  upright  intent 

Finds  out  his  weaker  part  j 
Virtue  engages  his  aflcnt, 

But  pleafure  wins  his  heart. 

IV, 
Tis  here  the  folly  of  the  wife 

Through  all  his  art  we  viewj 
And,  while  his  tongue  the  charge  denies, 

His  confcience  owns  it  true. 
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V. 

Bound  on  a  voyage  of  awful  length 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  ftranger  to  fuperior  ftrength, 

Man  vainly  trufts  his  own. 

VI. 
But  oars  alone  can  ne'er  prevail 

To  reach  the  diftant  coaft, 
The  breath  of  heav'n  muft  fwell  the  fail,' 

Or  all  the  toil  is  loft. 


THE    MODERN    PATRIOT. 

I. 
REBELLION  is  my  theme  all  day; 

I  only  wifh  'twould  come 
(As  who  knows  but  perhaps  it  may  ?) 

A  little  nearer  home. 

II. 
Yon  roaring  boys,  who  rave  and  fight 

On  t'other  fide  th'  Atlantic, 
I  always  held  them  in  the  right, 

But  moft  fo  when  moft  frantic. 


THE    MODERN    PATRIOT. 
III. 

When  lawlefs  mobs  infult  the  court, 

That  man  (hall  be  my  toaft, 
If  breaking  windows  be  the  fport, 

Who  bravely  breaks  the  moft. 

IV. 
But  oh  !  for  him  my  fancy  culls 

The  choiceft  flow'rs  fhe  bears, 
Who  conftitutionally  pulls 

Your  houfe  about  your  ears. 

V. 
Such  civil  broils  are  my  delight ; 

Tho'  fbme  folks  can't  endure  'em, 
Who  fay  the  mob  are  mad  outright, 

And  that  a  rope  muft  cure  'em. 

VI. 
A  rope !    I  wifli  we  patriots  had 

Such  firings  for  all  who  need  'em— 
What !  hang  a  man  for  going  mad  ? 

Then  farewell  Britifh  freedom. 


3/2  NAMES    OF    I.ITTLE    KOTJS. 


ON    OBSEKVIUa 

SOME   NAMES   OF  LITTLE  NOTE 

RECORDED  IN  THE  BIOGRAPHIA  BRITANNICA. 

OH,  fond  attempt  to  give  a  deathlefs  lot 
To  names  ignoble,  born  to  be  forgot ! 
In  vain,  recorded  in  hiftoric  page, 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age  : 
Thofe  twinkling  tiny  luftres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one  from.  Fame's  negle&ing  hand  j 
Lethaean  gulphs  receive  them  as  they  fall, 
And  dark  oblivion  foon  abforbs  them  all. 

So  when  a  child,  as  playful  children  ufc, 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  ftale  lad  year's  news, 
The  flame  extin6t,  he  views  the  roving  fire — 
There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  fquire, 
There  goes  the  parfon,  oh !  illuftrious  fpark, 
And  there,  fcarce  lefs  illuftrious,  goes  the  clerk  1 
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REPORT 

•OF    AN    ADJUDGED    CASE,     NOT    TO    BE     FOUND 
IN    ANY    OF- THE    BOOKS. 

I. 

BETWEEN  Nofe  and  Eyes  a  ftrange  conteft  arofe — 

The  fpetiacles  fet  them  unhappily  wrong} 
The  point  in  difpute  was,  as  all  the  world  knows, 
To  which  the  faid  fprctacles  ought  to  belong. 

II. 

So  Tongue  was  the  lawyer,  and  argued  the  caufc 
With  a  great  deal  of  ikill,and  a  wig  full  of  learn- 
ing; 

While  chief  baron  Ear  fet  to  balance  the  laws, 
So  fam'd  for  his  talent  in  nicely  difcerning. 

III. 
In  behalf  of  the  Nofe,  it  will  quickly  appear. 

And  your  lordfhip,  he  faid,  will  undoubtedly  find, 
That  the  Nofe  has  had  fpe&acles  always  in  wear. 
Which  amounts  to  poflefiion  time  out  of  mind. 

IV. 

Then  holding  the  fpe6tacles  up  to  the  court — 
Your  lordfhip  obferves  they  are  made  with  a 
ftraddle, 

TOL.    I.  T 
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As  wide  as  the  ridge  of  the  Nofe  is ;  in  fhort, 
Defign'd  to  fit  clofe  to  it,  juft  like  a  faddle. 

V. 
Again,  would  your  lordiliip  a  moment  fuppofe 

('Tis  a  cafe  that  has  happen'd,  and  may  be  again) 
That  the  vifage  or  countenance  had  not  a  nofe ! 
Pray  who  wou'd,  or  who  cou'd,  wear  fpeclacles 
then? 

VI. 

On  the  whole,  it  appears — and  my  argument  (hows, 

With  a  reafoning  the  court  will  never  condemn, 

That  the  fpeclacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nofe, 

And  the  Nofe  was  as  plainly  intended  for  them. 

VII. 
Then,  fhifting  his  fide,  (as  a  lawyer  knows  how) 

He  pleaded  again  in  behalf  of  the  Eyes: 
But  what  were  his  arguments  few  people  know, 
For  the  court  did  not  think  they  were  equally  wife. 

VIII. 
So  his  lordmip  decreed,  with  a  grave  folemn  tone, 

Decifive  and  clear,  without  one  if  or  but — 
That,  whenever  the  Nofe  put  his  fpeclacles  on, 
By  day-light  or  candle-light — Eyes  fhould  be 
ihut ! 
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ON    THE    BURNING    OF 

LORD   MANSFIELD'S  LIBRARY, 

TOGETHER    WITH    HIS    MSS. 
BY    THE    MOB,    IN    THE    MONTH    OF    JUNE    IJSO. 

I. 

So  then — the  Vandals  of  our  ifle, 

Sworn  foes  to  fenfe  and  law, 
Have  burnt  to  duft  a  nobler  pile 

Than  ever  Roman  faw ! 

II. 

And  MURRAY  fighs  o'er  Pope  and  Swift, 

And  many  a  treafure  more, 
The  well-judg'd  purchafe  and  the  gift 

That  grac  d  his  letter'd  ftore. 

III. 

Their  pages  mangled,  burnt,  and  torn, 

The  lofs  was  his  alone; 
But  ages  yet  to  come  fhall  mourn 

The  burning  of  his  otvn. 
T  2 
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ON    THE    SAME. 

I. 

WHEN  wit  and  genius  meet  their  doom 

In  all  devouring  flame, 
They  tell  us  of  the  fate  of  Rome, 

And  bid  us  fear  the  fame. 

II. 
O'er  MURRAY'S  lofs  the  mufes  wept, 

They  felt  the  rude  alarm, 
Yet  blefs'd  the  guardian  care  that  kept 

His  facred  head  from  harm. 

HI. 
There  mem'ry,  like  the  bee  that's  fed 

From  Flora's  balmy  {tore, 
The  quintefience  of  all  he  read 

Had  treafur'd  up  before. 

IV. 

The  lawlefs  herd,  with  fury  blind, 
Have  done  him  cruel  wrong  j 

The  flow'rs  are  gone — but  flill  we  find 
The  honey  on  his  tongue. 
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THE 

LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  REPROVED; 

OR, 

HYPOCRISY    DETECTED*. 

THUS  fays  the  prophet  of  the  Turk — 
Good  muffulman,  abftain  from  porkj 
There  is  a  part  in  ev'ry  fwine 
No  friend  or  follower  of  mine 
May  tafte,  whate'er  his  inclination, 
On  pain  of  excommunication. 
Such  Mahomet's  myfterious  charge, 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  large. 
Had  he  the  finful  part  exprefs'd, 
They  might  with  fafety  eat  the  reft ; 
But  for  one  piece  they  thought  it  hard 
From  the  whole  hog  to  be  debarr'd, 
And  fet  their  wit  at  work  to  find 
What  joint  the  prophet  had  in  mind. 
\ 

*  It  may  be  proper  to  inform  the  reader  that  this  piece  has 
already  appeared  in  print,  having  found  its  way,  though  with 
fome  unncceflary  additions  by  an  unknown  hand,  into  the  Leeds 
Journal,  without  the  author's  privity. 
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Much  controverfy  ftraigbt  arofe — 

Thefe  choofe  the  back,  the  belly  thofe; 

Ey  fome  'tis  confidently  laid 

He  meant  not  to  forbid  the  head ; 

While  others  at  that  do&rine  rail, 

And  pioully  prefer  the  tail. 

Thus,  confcience  freed  from  ev'ry  clog, 

Mahometans  eat  up  the  hog. 

You  laugh — 'tis  well. — The  tale  applied 
May  make  you  laugh  on  t'other  fide. 
Renounce  the  world — the  preacher  cries. 
We  do — a  multitude  replies. 
While  one  as  innocent  regards 
A  fnug  and  friendly  game  at  cards  j 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  fay, 
Can  fee  no  evil  in  a  play; 
Some  love  a  concert,  or  a  race; 
And  others — mooting,  and  the  chafe. 
Revil'd  and  lov'd,  renounc'd  and  follow'd, 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  world  is  fwallow'dj 
Each  thinks  his  neighbour  makestoo  free, 
Yet  likes  a  flice  as  well  as  he ; 
With  fophiilry  their  fauce  they  fweeten, 
Till  quite  from  tail  to  fnout  'tis  eaten. 
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THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE. 

I. 

THE  nymph  muft  lofe  her  female  friend, 

If  more  admir'd  than  Hie — 
Bat  where  will  fierce  contention  end, 

If  flowers  can  difagree  ?. 

II. 

Within  the  garden's  peaceful  fcene 

Appear'd  two  lovely  foes, 
Aipiring  to  the  rank  of  queen — 

The  Lily  and  the  Rofe. 

III. 
The  Rofe  foon  redden'd  into  rage, 

And,  fwelling  with  difdain, 
Appeal'd  to  many  a  poet's  page 

To  prove  her  right  to  reign. 

IV. 

The  Lily's  height  befpoke  command— 

A  fair  imperial  flow'r  j 
She  feem'd  defign'd  for  Flora's  hand, 

The  fceptre  of  her  pcw'r. 
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V. 

This  civil  bick'ring  and  debate 

The  goddefs  chanc'd  to  hear, 
And  flew  to  fave,  ere  yet  too  late, 

The  pride  of  the  parterre — 

VI. 
Tour's  is,  fhe  faid,  the  nobler  hue^ 

And  your's  the  ftatelier  mien ; 
And,  till  a  third  furpaffes  you, 

Let  each  be  decni'd  a  queen. 

VII. 
Thus,  footh'd  and  reconcil'd,  each  feek* 

The  faireft  Britifh  fair ; 
The  feat  of  empire  is  her  cheeks, 

They  reign  united  there. 


IDEM   LATINE    REDDITUM. 
I. 

HEU  inimicitias  quoties  parit  seraula  forma, 
Ctuam  raro  pulchrae,  pulchra  placere  poteft  ? 

Sed  fines  ultra  folitos  difcordia  tendit, 
Cum  flores  iplos  bilis  et  ira  movent. 
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II. 

Hortus  ubi  dulces  praebet  tacitofque  receflus, 

Se  rapit  in  partes  gens  animofa  duas ; 
Hie  fibi  regales  Amaryllis  Candida  cultus, 

Illic  purpureo  vindicat  ore  Rofa. 

III. 
Ira  Rofam  et  meritis  quaefita  fuperbia  tangunt, 

Multaque  ferventi  vix  cohibenda  finu, 
Dum  fibi  fautorum  ciet  undique  nomina  vatum, 

Jufque  fuum,  multo  carmine  fulta,  probat. 

IV. 
Altior  emicat  ilia,  et  celfo  vertice  nutat, 

Ceu  flores  inter  non  habitura  parem, 
Faftiditque  alios,  et  nata  videtur  in  ufus 

Imperil,  fceptrum,  Flora  quod  ipfe  gerat. 

V. 
Nee  Dea  non  fenfit  civilis  murmura  rixae, 

Cui  curae  eft  pittas  pandere  ruris  opes. 
Deliciafque  fuas  nunquam  non  prompta  ttieri, 

Dum  licet  et  locus  eft,  ut  tueatur,  adeft. 

VI. 
Et  tibi  forma  datur  procerior  omnibus,  inquit, 

Et  tibi,  principibus  qui  folet  efle,  color, 
Et  donee  vincat  qusedam  formofior  ambas, 

Et  tibi  retinae  nomen,  et  efto  tibi. 


282  THE    NIGHTINGALE 

VII. 

His  ubi  fedatus  furor  elt,  petit  utraque  nympham*. 

Qualem  inter  Veneres  Anglia  fola  parit; 
Hancpenesimperiumeft,nihiloptantamplius3hujus 

Regnant  in  nitidis,  et  fine  lite,  genis. 


THE 

NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOW- WORM. 

A  NIGHTINGALE,  that  all  day  long 
Had  cheer'd  the  village  with  his  long, 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  fufpended, 
Nor  yet  when  eventide  was  ended, 
Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might, 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite ; 
When,  looking  eagerly  around, 
He  fpied  far  off,  upon  the  ground, 
A  fomething  fhining  in  the  dark, 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  his  fpark  j 
So,  Hooping  down  from  hawthorn  top, 
He  thought  to  put  him  in  his  crop. 
The  worm,  aware  of  his  intent, 
Harangu'd  him  thus,  right  eloquent — 
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I 

Did  you  admire  my  lamp,  quoth  he, 
As  much  as  I  your  minftrelfy, 
You  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrong, 
As  much  as  I  to  fpoil  your  fong; 
For  'twas  the  felf-fame  pow'r  divine 
Taught  you  to  ling,  and  me  to  mine  j 
That  you  with  mufic,  I  with  light, 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  night. 
The  fongfter  heard  his  iliort  oration, 
And,  warbling  out  his  approbation, 
Pieleas'd  him,  as  my  ftory  tells, 
And  found  a  fupper  fomewhere  elfe. 

Hence  jarring  fe&aries  may  learn 
Their  real  int'reft  to  difcern  j 
That  brother  mould  not  war  with  brother, 
And  worry  and  devour  each  other; 
But  ling  and  mine  by  fweet  confent, 
Till  life's  poor  tranfient  night  is  fpent, 
Refpecling  in  each  other's  cafe 
The  gifts  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Thofe  Chriftians  bell  deferve  the  name 
Who  ftudioufly  make  peace  their  aim  j 
Peace,  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  him  that  creeps  and  him  that  flies. 
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V   O    T    U    M. 

O  MATUTINI  rores,  aurseque  falubres, 
O  nemora,  et  lastae  rivis  felicibus  herbae, 
Graminei  colles,  et  amaenae  in  vallibus  umbrae ! 
Fata  modo  dederint  quas  olim  in  rure  paterno 
Delicias,  procul  arte,  procul  formidine  novi, 
Quam  vellem  ignotus,  quod  mens  mea  fempe.r 

avebat, 

Ante  larem  proprinm  placidara  expe6tarefene6tam, 
Turn  demum,  exa&is  non  infeliciter  annis, 
Sortiri  taciturn  lapidem,  aut  fub  cefpite  condi ! 


ON    A   GOLDFINCH 

STARVED    TO    DEATH    IN    HIS    CAGE. 
I. 

TIME  was  when  I  was  free  as  air, 
The  thirties  downy  feed  my  fare, 

My  drink  the  morning  dew  j 
I  perch'd  at  will  on  ev'ry  fpray, 
My  form  genteel,  my  plumage  gay, 

My  ftrains  for  ever  new. 
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II. 

But  gaudy  plumage,  fprightly  ftrain, 
And  form  genteel,  were  all  in  vain, 

And  of  a  tranfient  date  ; 
For,  caught  and  cag'd,  and  ftarv'd  to  death, 
In  dying  fighs  my  little  breath 

Soon  pafs'd  the  wiry  grate. 

III. 

Thanks,  gentle  fwain,  for  all  my  woes, 
And  thanks  for  this  effedual  clofe 

And  cure  of  ev'ry  ill ! 
More  cruelty  could  none  exprefsj 
And  I,  if  you  had  fhown  me  lei's, 

Had  been  your  pris'ner  full. 


THE  PINE-APPLE  AND  THE  BEE. 

THE  pine-apples,  in  triple  row, 
Were  bafldng  hot,  and  all  in  blow; 
A  bee  of  mofl  difcerning  tafte 

Perceiv'd  the  fragrance  as  he  pafs'd, 
6 
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On  eager  wing  the  fpoiler  came, 
And  fearch'd  for  crannies  in  the  frame, 
Urg'd  his  attempt  on  ev'ry  fide, 
To  ev'ry  pane  his  trunk  applied  ; 
But  ftill  in  vain,  the  frame  was  tight, 
And  only  pervious  to  the  light ; 
Thus  having  wafted  half  the  day, 
He  trimm'd  his  flight  another  way. 
Methinks,  I  faid,  in  thee  I  find 
The  fin  and  madnefs  of  mankind. 
To  joys  forbidden  man  afpires, 
Con  fumes  his  foul  with  vain  defires; 
Folly  the  fpring  of  his  purfuit, 
And  difappointment  all  the  fruit. 
While  Cynthio  ogles  as  fhe  paffes 
The  nymph  between  two  chariot  glafles, 
She  is  the  pine- apple,  and  he 
The  filly  unfuccefsful  bee. 
The  maid,  who  views  with  penfive  air 
The  (how-glafs  fraught  with  glitt'ring  ware, 
Sees  watches,  bracelets,  rings,  and  lockets, 
But  fighs  at  thought  of  empty  pockets ; 
Like  thine,  her  appetite  is  keen, 
But  ah,  the  cruel  glafs  between  ! 
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Our  dear  delights  are  often  fuch, 
Expos'd  to  view,  but  not  to  touch: 
The  fight  our  foolifh  heart  inflames, 
We  long  for  pine  apples  in  frames : 
With  hopelefs  wifli  one  looks  and  lingers; 
One  breaks  the  glafs,  and  cuts  his  fingers.} 
But  they  whom  truth  and  wifdom  lead, 
'Can  gather  honey  from  a  weed. 


HORACE.     BOOK  the  2d.     ODE  the  10th. 

I. 

RECEIVE,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  teach, 
So  (halt  thou  live  beyond  the  reach 

Of  adverfe  Fortune's  pow'r; 
Not  always  tempt  the  diilant  deep, 
Nor  always  timoroufly  creep 

Along  the  treach'rous  ihore. 

II. 

He,  that  holds  faft  the  golden  mean, 
And  lives  contentedly  between 
The  little  and  the  great, 
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Feels  not  the  wants  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Nor  plagues  that  haunt  the  rich  man's  door, 

Imbitt'ring  all  his  ftate. 
III. 

The  talleft  pines  feel  moft  the  pow'r 
Of  wintry  blafts ;  the  loftieft  tow'r 

Comes  heavieft  to  the  ground  ; 
The  bolts,  that  fpare  the  mountain's  fide, 
His  cloud-capt  eminence  divide, 

And  fpread  the  ruin  round. 

IV. 

The  well-inform'd  philofopher 
Rejoices  with  an  wholefome  fear, 

And  hopes,  in  fpite  of  pain ; 
If  winter  bellow  from  the  north, 
Soon  the  fweet  fpring  comes  dancing  forth, 

And  nature  laughs  again. 

V. 

What  if  thine  heav'n  be  overcaft, 
The  dark  appearance  will  not  laft ; 

ExpecT:  a  brighter  fky. 
The  God  that  firings  the  filver  bow 
Awakes  fometimes  the  mufes  too, 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 


K  E  !•'  L  E  C  T  I  O  K.  2Sp 


VI. 

If  hindrances  obftruft  thy  way, 
Thy  magnanimity  difplay, 

And  let  thy  ftrength  be  feen ; 
But  oh!  if  Fortune  fill  thy  fail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale, 

Take  half  thy  canvafs  in. 


A    REFLECTION 

ON     THE      FOREGOING      ODE. 

AND  is  this  all  ?  Can  reafon  do  no  more 

Than  bid  me  fhun  the  deep  and  dread  the  ihore? 

Sweet  moralifl !  afloat  on  life's  rough  fea, 

The  Chriftian  has  an  art  unknown  to  thee : 

He  holds  no  parley  with  unmanly  fears  j 

Where  duty  bids  he  confidently  fleers, 

Faces  a  thoufand  dangers  at  her  call, 

And,  trufting  in  his  God,  furmounts  them  all. 


U 


2QO  THE    GLOW-WORM. 

TRANSLATIONS  FROM  VINCENT  BOURNE. 

I.    THE    GLOW-WORM. 
I. 

BENEATH  the  hedge,  or  near  the  ftream, 

A  worm  is  known  to  ftray; 
That  fhows  by  night  a  lucid  beam, 

Which  difappears  by  day. 

II. 
Difputes  have  been,  and  flill  prevail, 

From  whence  his  rays  proceed ; 
Some  give  that  honour  to  his  tail, 

And  others  to  his  head. 
III. 
But  this  is  fure— the  hand  of  might, 

That  kindles  up  the  Ikies, 
Gives  him  a  modicum  of  light 

Proportion'd  to  his  fize. 
IV. 
Perhaps  indulgent  nature  meant, 

By  fuch  a  lamp  beftow'd, 
To  bid  the  trav'ler,  as  he  went, 

Be  careful  where  he  trod : 


THE     JACKDAW.  2QI 

V. 

Nor  cru     a  worm,  whofe  ufeful  light 

Might  ferve,  however  fmall, 
To  mew  a  (tumbling  ftone  by  night, 

And  fave  him  from  a  fall. 

vr. 

Whate'er  Ihe  meant,  this  truth  divine 

Is  legible  and  plain, 
Tis  pow'r  almighty  bids  him  fhtne, 

Nor  bids  him  fhihe  in  vain. 

VII. 
Ye  proud  and  wealthy,  let  this  theme 

Teach  humbler  thoughts  to  you, 
Since  fuch  a  reptile  has  its  gem, 

And  boafts  its  fplendour  too. 


II.    THE    JACKDAW. 

I. 

THERE  is  a  bird  who,  by  his  coat, 
And  by  the  hoarfenefs  of  his  note, 
Might  be  fuppos'd  a  crow 5 
U  2 
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A  great  frequenter  of  the  church, 
Where,  bifhop-like,  he  finds  a  perch, 
And  dormitory  too. 

II. 

Above  the  fteeple  (hines  a  plate, 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 

From  what  point  blows  the  weather. 
Look  up — your  brains  begin  to  fwim, 
Tis  in  the  clouds — that  pleafes  him, 
He  choofes  it  the  rather. 

III. 

Fond  of  the  fpeculative  height, 
Thither  he  wings  his  airy  flight, 

And  thence  fecurely  fees 
The  buftle  and  the  raree-lhow 
That  occupy  mankind  below, 
Secure  and  at  his  eafe. 
IV. 

You  think,  no  doubt,  he  fits  and  mufes 
On  future  broken  bones  and  bruifes, 

If  he  fhould  chance  to  fall. 
No ;  not  a  iingle  thought  like  that 
Employs  his  philofophic  pate, 
Or  troubles  it  at  all. 


THE      CRICKET. 

V. 

He  lees,  that  this  great  roundabout — 
The  world,  with  all  its  motley  rout, 

Church,  army,  phyfic,  law, 
Its  cuftoms,  and  its  bus'nefies, 
Is  no  concern  at  all  of  his, 

And  fays — what  fays  he  ? — Caw. 

VI. 

Thrice  happy  bird  !  I  too  have  feen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  men ; 

And,  lick  of  having  feen  'em, 
Would  cheerfully  thefe  limbs  refign 
For  fuch  a  pair  of  wings  as  thine, 

And  fuch  a  head  between  'em. 


III.    THE    CRICKET. 

I. 

LITTLE  inmate,  full  of  mirth, 
Chirping  on  my  kitchen  hearth, 
Wherefoe'er  be  thine  abode, 
Always  harbinger  of  good, 
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Pay  me  for  thy  warm  retreat 
With  a  fong  more  foft  and  fweet  j 
Jn  return  thou  flialt  receive 
Such  a  ftrain  as  I  can  give. 

II. 

Thus  thy  praife  (hall  be  expreft, 
InorFenfive,  welcome  gueft ! 
While  the  rat  is  on  the  fcout, 
And  the  moufe  with  curious  fnout, 
With  what  vermin  elfe  infeft 
Ev'ry  dim,  and  fpoil  the  beft; 
Frifldng  thus  before  the  fire, 
Thou  haft  all  thine  heart's  defire. 

III. 

Though  in  voice  and  ihape  they  be 
Form'd  as  if  akin  to  thee, 
Thou  furpaffeft,  happier  far, 
Happiefl  grafshoppers  that  are ; 
Their's  is  but  a  fummer's  fong, 
Thine  endures  the  winter  long, 
Unimpair'd  and  flirill  and  clear, 
Melody  throughout  the  year. 
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IV. 

Neither  night,  nor  dawn  of  day, 
Puts  a  period  to  thy  play : 
Sing  then — and  extend  thy  fpan 
Far  beyond  the  date  of  man. 
Wretched  man,  whofe  years  are  fpent 
In  repining  difcontent, 
Lives  not,  aged  though  he  be, 
Half  a  fpan,  com.par'd  with  thee. 


IV.    THE    PARROT. 
I. 

IN  painted  plumes  fuperbly  dreft, 
A  native  of  the  gorgeous  eaft, 

By  many  a  billow  toft  j 
Poll  gains  at  length  the  Britim  fhore, 
Part  of  the  captain's  precious  ftore — 

A  prefent  to  his  toaft. 

II. 

Belinda's  maids  are  foon  preferr'd 
To  teach  him  now  and  then  a  word, 

As  Poll  can  matter  itj 
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But  'tis  her  own  important  charge 
To  qualify  him  more  at  large, 

And  make  him  quite  a  wit. 

III. 

Sweet  Poll !  his  doating  rniftrefs  cries, 
Sweet  Poll !  the  mimic  bird  replies, 

And  calls  aloud  for  fack. 
She  next  inftrufts  him  in  the  kifsj 
'Tis  now  a  little  one,  like  Mifs, 

And  now  a  hearty  fmack. 

IV. 

At  firil  he  aims  at  what  he  hears ; 
And,  lift'ning  clofe  with  both  his  ears, 

Juft  catches  at  the  found  j 
But  foon  articulates  aloud, 
Much  to  th'  amufemcnt  of  the  crowd, 

And  ftuns  the  neighbours  round. 

V. 

A  querulous  old  woman's  voice 
His  hum'rous  talent  next  employs — 

He  fcclds  and  gives  the  lie. 
And  now  he  fings,  and  now  is  lick — 
Here  Sally,  Sufan,  come,  come  quick ; 

Poor  Poll  is  like  to  die ! 
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VI. 

Belinda  and  her  bird !  'tis  rare 

To  meet  with  fuch  a  well  match'd  pair, 

The  language  and  the  tone, 
Each  chara&er  in  ev'ry  part 
Suftain'd  with  fo  much  grace  and  art, 

And  both  in  unifon. 

VII. 

When  children  firft  begin  to  fpell, 
And  ftammer  out  a  fyllable, 

We  think  them  tedious  creatures ; 
But  difficulties  foon  abate, 
When  birds  are  to  be  taught  to  prate, 

And  women  are  the  teachers. 


THE    SHRUBBERY. 

WRITTEN    IN   A   TIME    OF   AFFLICTION. 
I. 

OH,  happy  (hades — to  me  unblefl ! 

Friendly  to  peace,  but  not  to  me  ! 
How  ill  the  fcene  that  offers  reft, 

And  heart  that  cannot  reft,  agree ! 
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II. 

This  glafly  dream,  that  fpreading  pine, 
Thofe  alders  quiv'ring  to  the  breeze, 

Might  footh  a  foul  lefs  hurt  than  mine, 
And  pleafe,  if  any  thing  could  pleafe. 

III. 
But  fix'd  unalterable  care 

Foregoes  not  what  {he  feels  within, 
Shows  the  fame  fadnefs  ev'ry  where, 

And  flights  the  feafon  and  the  fcene. 

IV. 

For  all  that  pleas'd  in  wood  or  lawn, 
"While  peace  poflefs'd  thefe  filent  bow'rs, 

Her  animating  fmile  withdrawn, 
Has  loft  its  beauties  and  its  pow'rs. 

V. 

The  faint  or  moralift  ihould  tread 

This  mofs-grown  alley,  muting,  flow  j 

They  feek,  like  me,  the  fecret  {hade, 
But  not,  like  me,  to  nourifh  woe  ! 
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VI. 

Me  fruitful  fcenes  and  profpe&s  wafte 

Alike  admonifh  not  to  roam ; 
Thefe  tell  me  of  enjoyments  paft, 

And  thofe  of  forrows  yet  to  come. 


THE  WINTER  NOSEGAY. 
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WHAT  nature,  alas !  has  denied 

To  the  delicate  growth  of  our  ifle, 
Art  has  in  a  meafure  fupplied, 

And  winter  is  deck'd  with  a  fmile. 
See,  Mary,  what  beauties  I  bring 

From  the  fhelter  of  that  funny  fhed, 
Where  the  flow'rs  have  the  charms  of  the  fpring, 

Though  abroad  they  are  frozen  and  dead. 

II. 

Tis  a  bow'r  of  Arcadian  fweets, 

Where  Flora  is  ftill  in  her  prime, 
A  fortrefs,  to  which  me  retreats 

From  the  cruel  aflaults  of  the  clime. 
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While  earth  wears  a  mantle  of  fnow, 

Thefe  pinks  are  as  frelh  and  as  gay 
As  the  faireft  and  fweeteft  that  blow 

On  the  beautiful  bofom  of  May. 

III. 
See  how  they  have  fafely  furviv'd 

The  frowns  of  a  fky  fo  fevere  j 
Such  Mary's  true  love,  that  has  liv'd 

Through  many  a  turbulent  year. 
The  charms  of  the  late  blowing  rofe 

Seem  grac'd  with  a  livelier  hue, 
And  the  winter  of  forrow  beft  Ihows 

The  truth  of  a  friend  fueh  as  you. 


MUTUAL   FORBEARANCE 

NECESSARY  TO  THE    HAPPINESS   OF  THE  MARKJEI> 

STATE. 

THE  lady  thus  addrefs'd  her  fpoufe— 
What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  houfe  ! 
By  no  means  large  enough  5  and,  was  it, 
Yet  this  dull  room,  and  that  dark  clofet — 
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Thofe  hangings,  with  their  worn-out  graces, 
Long  beards,  long  nofes,  and  pale  faces — 
Are  fuch  an  antiquated  fcene, 
They  overwhelm  me  with  the  fpleen  ! 
Sir  Humphry,  (hooting  in  the  dark, 
Makes  anfwer  quite  befide  the  mark: 
No  doubt,  my  dear,  I  bade  him  come, 
Engag'd  myfelf  to  be  at  home, 
And  (hall  expecYhim  at  the  door 
Precifely  when  the  clock  ftrikes  four. 

You  are  fo  deaf,  the  lady  cried, 
(And  rais'd  her  voice,  and  frown'd  befide) 
You  are  fo  fadly  deaf,  my  dear, 
What  mail  I  do  to  make  you  hear  ? 

Difmifs  poor  Harry !  he  replies  j 
Some  people  are  more  nice  than  wife—- 
For  one  flight  trefpafs  all  this  ftir  ? 
What  if  he  did  ride  whip  and  fpur, 
'Twas  but  a  mile — your  fav'rite  horfe 
Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worfe. 

Well,  I  protefl  'tis  paft  all  bearing — 
Child !  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearing- 
Yes,  truly — one  muft  fcream  and  bawl— 
I  tell  you,  you  can't  hear  at  all ! 
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Then,  with  a  voice  exceeding  low, 
No  matter  if  you  hear  or  no. 

Alas  !  and  is  domeilic  ftrife, 
That  foreft  ill  of  human  life, 
A  plague  fo  little  to  be  fear'd, 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurr'd, 
To  gratify  a  fretful  paflion, 
On  ev'ry  trivial  provocation  ? 
The  kindeft  and  the  happieft  pair 
Will  find  occasion  to  forbear; 
And  fomething,  ev'ry  day  they  live, 
To  pity,  and,  perhaps,  forgive. 
But  if  infirmities  that  fall 
In  common  to  the  lot  of  all — 
A  blemifh  or  a  fenfe  impair' d — 
Are  crimes  fo  little  to  be  fpar'd, 
Then  farewell  all  that  muft  create 
The  comfort  of  the  wedded  ftate ; 
Inftead  of  harmony,  'tis  jar 
And  tumult,  and  inteftine  war. 

The  love  that  cheers  life's  lateft  ftage, 
Proof  againft  ficknefs  and  old  age, 
Preferv'd  by  virtue  from  declenfion, 
Becomes  not  weary  of  attention ; 
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But  lives,  when  that  exterior  grace 
Which  firft  infpir'd  the  flame  decays. 
Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind, 
To  faults  compaffionate  or  blind, 
And  will  with  fympathy  endure 
Thofe  evils  it  would  gladly  cure : 
But  angry,  coarfe,  and  harfli  expreffion 
Shows  love  to  be  a  mere  profeffion ; 
Proves  that  the  heart  is  none  of  his, 
Or  foon  expels  him  if  it  is. 


TO   THE   REV.    MR.   NEWTON. 

AN    INVITATION    INTO    THE    COUNTRY. 
I. 

THE  fwallows  in  their  torpid  ftate 

Compofe  their  ufelels  wing, 
And  bees  in  hives  as  idly  wait 

The  call  of  early  fpring. 
6 
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II. 

The  keeneft  froft  that  binds  the  ftream, 
The  wildeft  wind  that  blows, 

Are  neither  felt  nor  fear'd  by  them, 
Secure  of  their  repofe. 

III. 
But  man,  all  feeling  and  awake, 

The  gloomy  fcene  furveys ; 
With  prefent  ills  his  heart  muft  ake, 

And  pant  for  brighter  days. 

IV. 

Old  winter,  halting  o'er  the  mead, 

Bids  me  and  Mary  mourn; 
But  lovely  fpring  peeps  o'er  his  head, 

And  whifpers  your  return. 

V. 

Then  April,  with  her  fifter  May, 
Shall  chafe  him  from  the  bow'rs, 

And  weave  frefli  garlands  ev'ry  day, 
To  crown  the  fmiling  hours. 
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VI. 

And,  if  a  tear,  that  fpeaks  regret 

Of  happier  times,  appear, 
A  glimpfe  of  joy,  that  we  have  met, 

Shall  mine,  and  dry  the  tear. 


TRANSLATION    OF    PRIOR'S 
CHLOE   AND    EUPHELIA. 

I. 

MERCATOR,  vigiles  oculos  ut  fallere  pofiit, 
Nomine  fub  rido  trans  mare  mittit  opes ; 

Lene  fonat  liquidumque  meis  Euphelia  chordis, 
Sed  folam  exoptant  te,  mea  vota,  Chloe. 

II. 

Ad  fpeculum  ornabat  nitidos  Euphelia  crines, 
Cum  dixit  mea  lux,  heus,  cane,  fume  lyram. 

Namque  lyram  juxti  pofitam  cum  carmine  vidit, 
Suave  quidem  carmen  dulcifonamque  lyram, 
VOL.  i.  X 
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III. 

Fila  lyrae  vocemque  paro,  fufpiria  fnrgunt, 
Et  mifcent  numeris  murmura  maefta  meis, 

Dumque  tuae  raemoro  laudes,  Euphelia,  formae, 
Tota  anima  interea  pendet  ab  ore  Chloes. 

IV. 

Subrubet  ilia  pudore,  et  contrahit  altera  frontem, 
Me  torquet  mea  mens  confcia,  pfallo,  tremoj 

Atque  Cupidinea  dixit  Dea  cin6ta  corona, 
Heu  !  fallendi  artem  quam  didicere  parum. 


BOADICEA: 


I. 

WHEN  the  Britifh  warrior  queen, 
Bleeding  from  the  Roman  rods, 

Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien, 
Counfel  of  her  country's  gods, 
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II. 

Sage  beneath  the  fpreading  oak 

Sat  the  Druid,  hoary  chief; 
Ev'ry  burning  word  he  fpoke 

Full  of  rage,  and  full  of  grief. 

III. 

Princefs !  if  our  aged  eyes 

Weep  upon  thy  matchlefs  wrongs, 
Tis  becaufe  refentment  ties 

All  the  terrors  of  our  tongues. 

IV. 

Rome  fhall  perifli— write  that  word 

In  the  blood  that  fhe  has  fpilt  j 
Perifli,  hopelefs  and  abhorr'd, 

Deep  in  ruin  as  in  guilt. 

V. 

Rome,  for  empire  far  renown'd, 
Tramples  on  a  thoufand  ftates ; 

Soon  her  pride  fhall  kifs  the  ground- 
Hark  !  the  Gaul  is  at  her  gates ! 
X  2 
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VI. 

Other  Romans  fliall  arife, 
Heedlefs  of  a  foldier's  name; 

Sounds,  not  arms,  fliall  win  the  prize — 
Harmony  the  path  to  fame. 

VII. 
Then  the  progeny  that  fprings 

From  the  forefts  of  our  land, 
Arm'd  with  thunder,  clad  with  wings, 

Shall  a  wider  world  command. 

VIII. 

Regions  Caefar  never  knew 

Thy  pofterity  fhall  fway, 
Where  his  eagles  never  flew, 

None  invincible  as  they. 

IX. 

Such  the  bard's  prophetic  words, 

Pregnant  with  celeftial  fire, 
Bending,  as  he  fwept  the  chords 

Of  his  fweet  but  awful  lyre. 
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X. 

She,  with  all  a  monarch's  pridfi, 
Felt  them  in  her  bofom  glow; 

Rufti'd  to  battle,  fought,  and  diedj 
Dying,  hurl'd  them  at  the  foe. 

XI. 
Ruffians,  pitilefs  as  proud, 

Heav'n  awards  the  vengeance  due$ 
Empire  is  on  us  beftow'd, 

Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  you. 


HEROISM.- 

THERE  was  a  time  when  /Etna's  filent  fire 
Slept  unperceiv'd,  the  mountain  yet  entire; 
When,  confcious  of  no  danger  from  below, 
She  tow'r'd  a  cloud-capt  pyramid  of  fnow. 
No  thunders  fliook  with  deep  inteftine  found 
The  blooming  groves  that  girdled  her  around. 
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Her  unftuous  olives,  and  her  purple  vines, 
(Unfelt  the  fury  of  thofe  burfting  mines) 
The  peafant's  hopes,  and  not  in  vain,  aflur'd, 
In  peace  upon  her  floping  fides  matur'd. 
When  on  a  day,  like  that  of  the  laft  doom, 
A  conflagration  lab'ring  in  her  womb, 
She  teem'd  and  heav'd  with  an  infernal  birth, 
That  fliook  the  circling  feas  and  folid  earth. 
Dark  and  voluminous  the  vapours  rife, 
And  hang  their  horrors  in  the  neighb'ring  ikies, 
While  through  the  ftygian  veil  that  blots  the  day, 
In  dazzling  ftreaks,  the  vivid  lightnings  play. 
But,  oh !  what  mufe,  and  in  what  pow  rs  of  fong, 
Can  trace  the  torrent  as  it  burns  along  ? 
Havoc  and  devaflation  in  the  van, 
It  marches  o'er  the  proftrate  works  of  man — 
Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forefts,  difappear, 
And  all  the  charms  of  a  Sicilian  year. 

Revolving  feafons,  fruitlefs  as  they  pafs, 
See  it  an  uninform'd  and  idle  mafs  j 
Without  a  foil  t'  invite  the  tiller's  care, 
Or  blade  that  might  redeem  it  from  defpair. 
Yet  time  at  length  (what  will  not  time  achiever) 
Clothes  it  with  earth,  and  bids  the  produce  live. 
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Once  more  the  fpiry  myrtle  crowns  the  glade, 
And  ruminating  flocks  enjoy  the  fhade. 
Oh,  blifs  precarious,  and  unfafe  retreats, 
Oh  charming  paradife  of  fhort-liv'd  fweets ! 
The  felf-fame  gale  that  wafts  the  fragrance  round 
Brings  to  the  diftant  ear  a  fullen  found ; 
Again  the  mountain  feels  th'  imprifon'd  foe, 
Again  pours  ruin  on  the  vale  below. 
Ten  thoufand  fwains  the  wafted  fcene  deplore, 
That  only  future  ages  can  reftore. 

Ye  monarchs,  whom  the  lure  of  honour  draws, 
Who  write  in  blood  the  merits  of  your  caufe, 
Who  flrike  the  blow,  then  plead  your  own  de- 
fence— 

Glory  your  aim,  but  juftice  your  pretence  j 
Behold  in  ^Etna's  emblematic  nres 
The  mifchiefs  your  ambitious  pride  infpires ! 

Faft  by  theflream  that  bounds  your  juft  domain, 
And  tells  you  where  ye  have  a  right  to  reign, 
A  nation  dwells,  not  envious  of  your  throne, 
Studious  of  peace,  their  neighbours',  and  their  own, 
Ill-fated  race  !  how  deeply  muft  they  rue 
Their  only  crime,  vicinity  to  you ! 
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The  trumpet  founds,  your  legions  fwarm  abroad, 
Through  the  ripe  harveft  lies  their  deftin'd  road 5 
At  ev'ry  ftep  beneath  their  feet  they  tread 
The  life  of  multitudes,  a  nation's  bread! 
Earth  feems  a  garden  in  its  lovelieft  drefs 
Before  them,  and  behind  a  wildernefs. 
Famine,  and  peftilence,  her  firft-born  fon, 
Attend  to  fintfh  what  the  fword  begun ; 
And,  echoing  praifes  fuch  as  fiends  might  earn, 
And  folly  pays,  refound  at  your  return ; 
A  calm  fucceeds — but  plenty,  with  her  train 
Of  heart-felt  joys,  fucceeds  not  foon  again, 
And  years  of  pining  indigence  mufl  mow 
"What  fcourges  are  the  gods  that  rule  below. 
Yet  man,  laborious  man,  by  flow  degrees, 
(Such  is  his  thirft  of  opulence  and  eafe) 
Plies  all  the  finews  of  induftrious  toil, 
Gleans  up  the  refufe  of  the  gen'ral  fpoil, 
Rebuilds  the  tow'rs  that  fmok'd  upon  the  plain, 
And  the  fun  gilds  the  iliining  fpires  again. 

Increafing  commerce  and  reviving  art 
Renew  the  quarrel  on  the  conqu'rors'  part  j 
And  the  fad  leffon  rauft  be  learn'd  once  more, 
That  wealth  within  is  ruin  at  the  door. 
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What  are  ye,  monarchs,  laurcl'd  heroes,  fay- 
But  ./Etnas  of  the  fuff'ring  world  ye  fway  ? 
Sweet  nature,  ftripp'd  of  her  embroider'd  robe, 
Deplores  the  wafted  regions  of  her  globe} 
And  ftands  a  witnefs  at  truth's  awful  bar, 
To  prove  you,  there,  deftroyers  as  ye  are. 

Oh,  place  me  in  fome  heav'n-prote&ed  ifle, 
Where  peace,  and  equity,  an'd  freedom  fmile ; 
Where  no  volcano  pours  his  fiery  flood, 
No  crefted  warrior  dips  his  plume  in  blood ; 
Where  pow'r  fecures  what  induftry  has  won  j 
Where  to  fucceed  is  not  to  be  undone  j 
A  land  that  diftant  tyrants  hate  in  vain, 
In  Britain's  ifle,  beneath  a  George's  reign ! 
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THE  POET,  THE  OYSTER,  AND 
SENSITIVE  PLANT. 

AN  Oyfter,  caft  upon  the  more, 
Was  heard,  though'never  heard  before, 
Complaining  in  a  fpeech  well  worded, 
And  worthy  thus  to  be  recorded — 

Ah,  haplefs  wretch !  condemn'd  to  dwell 
For  ever  in  my  native  ihell ; 
Ordain'd  to  move  when  others  pleafe, 
Not  for  my  own  content  or  eafe ; 
But  tofs'd  and  buffeted  about, 
Now  in  the  water  and  now  out. 
'Twere  better  to  be  born  a  ftone, 
Of  ruder  fliape,  and  feeling  none, 
Than  with  a  tendernefs  like  mine, 
And  fenfibilities  fo  fine  \ 
I  envy  that  unfeeling  flirub, 
Faft  rooted  againft  ev'ry  rub. 
The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  far  off, 
And  felt  the  fneer  with  fcorn  enough  j 
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Was  hurt,  difgufted,  mortified, 
And  with  afperity  replied. 

When,  cry  the  botanifts — and  flare — 
Did  plants  call'd  fenfitive  grow  there  ? 
No  matter  when — a  poet's  mufe  is 
To  make  them  grow  juft  where  flie  choofes. 

You,  fhapelefs  nothing  in  a  dim — 
You,  that  are  but  almoit  a  fifh — 
I  fcorn  your  coarfe  infinuation, 
And  have  moft  plentiful  occafion 
To  wifh  myfelf  the  rock  I  view, 
Or  fuch  another  dolt  as  you  : 
For  many  a  grave  and  learned  clerk, 
And  many  a  gay  unletter'd  fpark, 
With  curious  touch  examines  me, 
If  I  can  feel  as  well  as  he  3 
And,  when  I  bend,  retire,  and  fhrink, 
Says — Well,  'tis  more  than  one  would  think  I 
Thus  life  is  fpent  (oh,  fie  upon't  I) 
In  being  touch'd,  and  crying — Don't ! 

A  poet,  in  his  ev'ning  walk, 
O'erheard  and  check'd  this  idle  talk. 
And  your  fine  fenfe,  he  faid,  and  your's, 
Whatever  evil  it  endures, 
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Deferves  not,  if  fo  foon  offended, 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  commended. 
Difputes,  though  fliort,  are  far  too  long, 
Where  both  alike  are  in  the  wrong ; 
Your  feelings,  in  their  full  amount, 
Are  all  upon  your  own  account. 

You,  in  your  grotto-work  enclos'd, 
Complain  of  being  thus  expos'd ; 
Yet  nothing  feel  in  that  rough  coat, 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  throat, 
Wherever  driv'n  by  wind  or  tide, 
Exempt  from  ev'ry  ill  befide. 

And,  as  for  you,  my  Lady  Squeamifli, 
Who  reckon  ev'ry  touch  a  blemiih, 
If  all  the  plants  that  can  be  found 
Embelliming  the  fcene  around 
Should  droop  and  wither  where  they  grow, 
You  would  not  feel  at  all — not  you. 
The  nobleft  minds  their  virtue  prove 
By  pity,  fympathy,  and  love ; 
Thefe,  thefe  are  feelings  truly  fine, 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine. 

His  cenfure  reach'd  them  as  he  dealt 
And  each  by  fhrinkiug  ihow'd  he  felt  it- 
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THE    GUT    OP    MY    COUSIN    ANN    BODHAM. 

OH  that  thofe  lips  had  language !  Life  has  pafs'd 

With  me  but  roughly  fince  I  heard  thee  laft. 

Thofe  lips  are  thine— thy  own  fweet  fmiles  I  fee, 

The  fame  that  oft  in  childhood  folaced  me,- 

Voice  only  fails,  elfe,  how  diftinft  they  fay, 

"  Grieve  not,  my  child,  chafe  all  thy  fears  away  !'* 

The  meek  intelligence  of  thofe  dear  eyes 

(Bleft  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize, 

The  art  that  baffles  time's  tyrannic  claim 

To  quench  it)  here  fhines  on  me  ftill  the  fame. 

Faithful  remembrancer  of  one  fo  dear, 
Oh  welcome  gueft,  though  unexpected,  here ! 
Who  bidd'ft  me  honour  with  an  artlefs  fong, 
Affectionate,  a  mother  loft  fo  long. 
I  will  obey,  not  willingly  alone, 
But  gladly,  as  the  precept  were  her  own; 


318  ON   THE    RECEIPT    OF 

And,  while  that  face  renews  my  filial  grief, 
Fancy  fliall  weave  a  charm  for  my  relief — 
Shall  fteep  me  in  Elyfian  reverie, 
A  momentary  dream,  that  thou  art  fhe. 

My  mother !  when  I  learn'd  that  thou  waft  dead, 
Say,  waft  thou  confcious  of  the  tears  I  fhed  ? 
Hover'd  thy  fpirit  o'er  thy  forrowing  fon, 
Wretch  even  then,  life's  journey  juft  begun  ? 
Perhaps  thou  gav'ft  me,  though  unfeen,  a  kifs; 
Perhaps  a  tear,  if  fouls  can  weep  in  blifs — 
Ah  that  maternal  fmile  !  it  anfwers — Yes. 
I  heard  the  bell  toll'd  on  thy  burial  day, 
I  faw  the  hearfe  that  bore  thee  flow  away, 
And,  turning  from  my  nurs'ry  window,  drew 
A  long,  long  figh,  and  wept  a  laft  adieu  ! 
But  was  it  fuch  ? — It  was. — Where  thou  art  gone 
Adieus  and  farewells  are  a  found  unknown. 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaceful  more, 
The  parting  found  fliall  pafs  my  lips  no  more ! 
Thy  maidens  griev'd  themfelves  at  my  concern, 
Oft  gave  me  promife  of  a  quick  return. 
What  ardently  I  wifli'd,  I  long  believ'd, 
And,  difappointed  ftill,  was  ftill  deceiv'd  j 
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By  difappointment  every  day  beguil'd, 
Dupe  of  to-morroiv  even  from  a  child. 
Thus  many  a  fad  to-morrow  came  and  went, 
Till,  all  my  (lock  of  infant  forrow  fpent, 
I  learn'd  at  lalt  fubmiflion  to  my  lot, 
But,  though  I  lefs  deplor'd  thee,  ne'er  forgot. 

Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more, 
Children  not  thine  have  trod  my  nurs'ry  floor; 
And  where  the  gard'ner  Robin,  day  by  day, 
Drew  me  to  fchool  along  the  public  way, 
Delighted  with  my  bauble  coach,  and  wrapt 
In  fcarlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  capt, 
'Tis  now  become  a  hiftory  little  known, 
That  once  we  call'd  the  paft'ral  houfe  our  own. 
Short  liv'd  pofleffion  !  but  the  record  fair, 
That  mem'ry  keeps  of  all  thy  kindnefs  there, 
Still  outlives  many  a  ftorm  that  has  effac'd 
A  thoufand  other  themes  lefs  deeply  trac'd. 
Thy  nightly  vifits  to  my  chamber  made, 
That  thou  might'ft  know  me  fafe  and  warmly  laid; 
Thy  morning  bounties  ere  I  left  my  home, 
The  bifcuit,  or  confectionary  plum ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  cheeks  beftow'd, 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  frefh  they  (hone  and  glow'd; 
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All  this,  and,  more  endearing  ftill  than  all, 
Thy  conftant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fall, 
Ne'er  roughen'd  by  thofe  catara6ts  and  breaks 
That  humour  interpos'd  too  often  makes ; 
All  this  ftill  legible  in  mem'ry's  page, 
And  ftill  to  be  fo,  to  my  lateft  age, 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my  numbers  may ; 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  fincere, 
Not  fcorn'd  in  heaven,  though  little  notic'd  here. 
Could  time,  his  flight  revers'd,  reftore  the  hours 
When,  playing  with  thy  vefture's  tiflued  flow'rs, 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jeflamine, 
I  prick'd  them  into  paper  with  a  pin, 
(And  thou  waft  happier  than  myfelf  the  while, 
Would'ft  foftly  fpeak,  a  nd  ftroke  my  head  and  fmile) 
Could  thofe  few  pleafant  hours  again  appear, 
Might  one  wifli  bring  them,  would  I  wifli  them 

here? 

I  would  not  truft  my  heart — the  dear  delight 
Seems  fo  to  be  defir'd,  perhaps  I  might. — 
But  no — what  here  we  call  our  life  is  fuch, 
So  little  to  be  loved,  and  thou  fo  much, 
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That  I  fhould  ill  requite  thee  to  conftrain 
Thy  unbound  fpirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gallant  bark  from  Albion's  coaft 
(The  ftorms  all  weather'd  and  the  ocean  crofs'd) 
Shoots  into  port  at  fome  well-haven'd  ifle, 
Where  fpices  breathe  and  brighter  feafons  fmile, 
There  (its  quiefcent  on  the  floods  that  fhow 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below, 
While  airs  impregnated  with  incenfe  play 
Around  her,  fanning  light  her  ftreamers  gay; 
So  thou,  with  fails  how  fwift !  haft  reach'd  the 

fhore 

"  Where  tempefts  never  beat  nor  billows  roar*," 
And  thy  loved  confort  on  the  dang'rous  tide 
Of  life,  long  fince,  has  anchor'd  at  thy  fide. 
But  me,  fcarce  hoping  to  attain  that  reft, 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  diftrefs'd — 
Me  howling  winds  drive  devious,  temped  tofs'd, 
Sails  ript,  feams  op'ning  wide,  and  compafs  loft, 
And  day  by  day  fome  current's  thwarting  force 
Sets  me  more  diftant  from  a  profp'rous  courfe. 

*  G,rth. 
VOL    I.  Y 
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But  oh  the  thought,  that  thou  art  fafe,  and  he! 
That  thought  is  joy,  arrive  what  may  to  me. 
My  boaft  is  not  that  I  deduce  my  birth 
From  loins  enthron'd,  and  rulers  of  the  earth  j 
But  higher  far  my  proud  preteniions  rife — 
The  fon  of  parents  pafs'd  into  the  Ikies. 
And  now,  farewell — time,  unrevok'd,  has  rim 
His  wonted  courfe,  yet  what  I  wifli'd  is  done. 
By  contemplation's  help,  not  fought  in  vain, 
I  feem  t'  have  liv'd  my  childhood  o'er  again  ; 
To  have  renew'd  the  joys  that  once  were  mine, 
Without  the  fin  of  violating  thine; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  fancy  ftill  are  free, 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  fliew  of  thee, 
Time  has  but  half  fucceeded  in  his  theft — 
Thyfelf  removed,  thy  power  to  foothe  me  left. 
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TO    THE 

REV.  WILLIAM  CAWTHORNE  UN  WIN. 

I. 
UNWIN,  I  fhould  but  ill  repay 

The  kindnefs  of  a  friend, 
Whofe  worth  deferves  as  warm  a  lay 

As  ever  friendship  penn'd, 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page 
That  would  reclaim  a  vicious  age. 

II. 

An  union  form'd,  as  mine  with  thee, 

Not  rafhly,  or  in  fport, 
May  be  as  fervent  in  degree, 

And  faithful  in  its  fort, 
And  may  as  rich  in  comfort  prove, 
As  that  of  true  fraternal  love. 

III. 

The  bud  inferted  in  the  rind, 
The  bud  of  peach  or  rofe, 
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Adorns,  though  differing  in  its  kind, 

The  ftock  whereon  it  grows, 
With  flow'r  as  fweet,  or  fruit  as  fair, 
As  if  produc'd  by  nature  there. 

IV. 

Not  rich,  I  render  what  I  may— 

I  feize  thy  name  in  hafte, 
And  place  it  in  this  firft  eflay, 

Left  this  fhould  prove  the  laft. 
'Tis  where  it  fhould  be — in  a  plan 
That  holds  in  view  the  good  of  man. 

V. 

The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  fame, 

Should  be  the  poet's  heart ; 
Affe&ion  lights  a  brighter  flame 

Than  ever  blaz'd  by  art. 
No  mufes  on  thefe  lines  attend, 
I  fink  the  poet  in  the  friend. 
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